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Living by Chriſt. From the German. 
12 thy boundleſs Love to me | 


No T hought can reach, no Tongue declare ; 
O knit my thankful Heart to Thee, 
And reign without a Rival there. 
Thine wholly, thine alone I am : 
Be Thou alone my conſtant Flame. 


2, O grant that nothing in my Soul 
May dwell, but thy pure Love alone: 
O may thy Love poſſeſs me whole, 

My Joy, my Treaſure, and my Crown. 
Strange Fires far from my Soul remove, 


My ev'ry Act, Word, Thaught, be Love. 


3. O Love, how chearing is thy Ray ? 
All Pain before thy Preſence flies 
Care, Anguiſh, Sorrow melt away 
Where'er thy healing Beams ariſe : 
74 B O Jeſu, 


= 
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O Jeſu, nothing may I ſee, 
Nothing hear, feel, or think but Thee! 


. Unwearied may I this purſue, 
Dauntleſs to the high Prize afpire ; 
Hourly within: my Breaſt renew | 
This holy Flame, this heavenly Fire; 
And Day and Night be all my Care 
To guard this ſacred Treaſure there. 


5. „  ad Thou thy Love to me 

In Want, in Shame, in Pain, haſt ſnow'd; 
For me on the accurſed Tree 

Thou pouredſt forth thy guiltleſs Blood: 
Thy Wounds upon my Heart impreſs, 
Nor ought ſhall the lov'd Stamp efface. 


6. More hard than Marble is my Heart, 
And foul with Sins of deepeſt Stain : 
But Thou the mighty Saviour art, 
Nor flow'd thy cleanſing Blood in vain. 
Ah! ſoften, melt this Rock, and may 
Thy Blood waſh all theſe Stains away. 


7, O that my Heart, which open ſtands, 
May catch each Drop, that tort'ring Pain 
Arm'd by my Sins, wrung from thy Hands, 
Thy Feet, thy Head, thy ev'ry Vein: 
That ſtill my Breaſt may heave with Sighs, 
Still Tears of Love o'erflow my Eyes, 


8. O that I as a little Child 

May follow Thee, nor ever reſt 
Till ſweetly Thou haſt pour'd thy mild 
And lowly Mind into my Breaſt ; | 


Nor 
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Nor may we ever parted be 
Fill I become one Sp'rit with Thee. 


9. O draw me, Saviour, after Thee, 

So ſhall J run and never tire: 

With gracious Words ſtill comfort me; 
Be Thou my Hope, my ſole Deſire: 

Free me from ev'ry Weight: nor Fear 
Nor Sin can come, if Thou art here. 


10. My Health, my Light, my Life, my Crownz, 
My Portion, and my Treaſure Thou; 
O take me, ſeal me for thine own ; 
To thee alone my Soul I bow: 
Without Thee all is Pain: my Mind 
Repoſe in nought but Thee can find. 


11. Howe'er I rove, where'er I turn, 
In Thee alone is all my Reſt. 

Be Thou my Flame; within me burn, 
Jeſu, and I in Thee am bleſt. 

Thou art the Balm of Life: My Soul- 

Is faint; O ſave, O make it whole! 


12. What in thy Love poſſeſs I not? 
My Star by Night, my Sun by Day; 

My Spring of Life when parch'd with Drought, 
My Wine to chear, my Bread to ſtay, 

My Strength, my Shield, my ſafe Abode, 

My Robe before the Throne of God! 


13. Ah Love! Thy Influence withdrawn 
What profits me that I am born? 

All my Delight, my Joy is gone, 
Nor know I Peace, till Thou return: 


B 2 These 
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And ſave me, who for me haſt died! 
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Thee may I ſeek till I attain; 
And never my we part again, 


I 4. F rom all Eternity with Love 
Unchangeable Thou haſt me view'd ; 
Ere knew this beating Heart to move, 
Thy tender Mercies me purſu'd. —_ 
Ever with me may they abide, 
And cloſe me in on ev'ry Side. 


15. Still let thy thy Love point out my Way, 
(How wondrous Things thyLove had wrought y] 

Still lead me leſt I go aſtray : | 4 
Direct my Work, inſpire my Fhought: 1 


And when I fall, ſoon may I hear 


Thy Voice, and know that Love is near. \ 


16. In Suff 'ring be thy Love my Peace, 

In Weakneſs be thy Love my Pow'r; 
And when the Storms of Life ſhall ceaſe, 
Jeſu, in that important Hour, 2 
In Death as Life be Thou my Guide, 


Virtue. Altered from Herbert, 


WEE T Day, fo cool, fo calm, fo bright, 
The Bridal of the Earth and Sky: 
The Dew ſhall weep thy Fall to Night, 
For Thou with all thy Sweets muſt die! 


2. Sweet Roſe, 0 fragrant and ſo brave, 
Dazling the raſh Beholder's Eye: 
Totals Thy 
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5 Thy. Root is ever in its Grave, TR 
Z And thou with all thy Sweets muſt die! 


3. Sweet Spring, ſo beauteous and fo gay, 
Storehouſe, where Sweets unnumber'd lie: 

Not long thy fading Glories ſtay, 3 
But thou with all thy Sweets muſt die! 


4. Only a Sweet and Virtuous Mind, 
4 When Nature all in Ruins lies, 
When Earth and Heav'n a Period find, 
E | Begins a Life that never dies! 


* 
; Y a * 1. 1 Re 4 
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Doomſday. From Herbert. 


3 to Judgment, come away!“ 
(Hark I hear the Angel ſay, 
Summoning the Duſt to riſe) 

«© Haſte, reſume, and lift your Eyes; 

4 Hear, ye Sons of Adam, hear, 

«© Man, before thy God appear !“ 


2. Come to Judgment, come away! 
This the Laſt, the Dreadful Day. 
Sov *reign- Author, Judge of all, 
Duſt obeys thy quickning Call, 

Duſt no other Voice will heed : 
Thine the Trump that wakes the Dead. 


3. Come to Judgment come away! 
Lingring Man no longer ſtay; 
Thee let Earth at length reſtore, N 
Pris'ner ia her Womb no more; | 


B 3 Burſt 
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Burſt the Barriers of the Tomb, 
| Riſe to meet thy inſtant Doom! 


4. Come to Judgment, come away! 
Wide diſperſt howe'er ye ſtray, 
Loſt in Fire, or Air, or Main, 
Kindred Atoms meet again; 
Sepulchred where' er ye reſt, 
Mix'd with Fiſh, or Bird, or Beaft. 


5. Come to Judgment, come away | 
Help, O Chriſt, thy Work's Decay: 
Man is out of Order hurl' d, | | 
Parcell'd out to all the World ; | 1 
Lord thy broken Concert raiſe, = 
And the Muſick ſhall be Praiſe. 


* 
_ 
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Spiritual Slumber.. From the German.. 


Oo Thou, who all things canſt eontroul, 
Chaſe this dead Slumber from my Soul; 
With Joy and Fear, with Love and Awe 
Give me to keep thy perfect Law. 


2. O may one Beam of thy bleſt Light 
Pierce thro”, diſpel the Shades of Night: 
Touch my cold Breaſt with heay*nly Fire, 
With holy, conq'ring Zeal inſpire. 


3. For Zeal I ſigh, for Zeal I pant; 
Yet heavy is my Soul and faint : 
With Steps unwav'ring, undiſmay'd. 
Give me in all thy Paths to tread. ; 

| is _ 4. With 
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4. With out- ſtretchꝰd Hands, and Wann 
Oft I begin to graſp the Prize; 
1 N I ftrive, I watch, I pray: 
But ah ! how ſoon it dies away ! 


5. The deadly Slumber ſoon I feel 
Afreſh upon my Spirit ſteal: 
Riſe, Lord; ſtir up thy quick' ning Pow'r, 
And wake me that I ſleep no more. 


6. Single of Heart O- may I be, 
Nothing may I defire but Thee: 
Far, far from me the World remove, 


| 4 And all that holds me from thy Love! 


Farewell 7 the World. 
From. the French, 


7ORL D adieu, thou real Cheat 
Oft have thy deceitful Charms. 
Fill'd my Heart with fond Conceit, 
F 5 Hopes and falſe Alarms: 
Now I ſee as clear as Day, 
How thy Follies paſs away. 


2, Vain thy entertaining Sights, 
Falſe thy Promiſes renew'd, 
All the Pomp of thy Delights 
Does but flatter and delude : 
Thee I quit for Heav'n above, 
des of the nobleſt Love. EE 
3- Farewell 
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3. Farewell Honour's empty Pride 

Thy own nice, uncertain Guſt, 
If the leaſt Miſchance betide, . 

Lays thee lower than the Duſt :. 
Worldly Honours end in Gall, 
Riſe to Day, to Morrow fall. 

/ 


4. Fooliſh Vanity farewell, 

More inconſtant than the Wave! 
Where thy ſoothing Fancies dwell, 
Pureſt Tempers they deprave: 
He to whom I fly, from thee 
Jeſus Chriſt ſhall ſet me free. 


5. Never ſhall my wand'ring Mind 
Follow after fleeting Toys, 

Since in God alone I find 
Solid and ſubſtantial Joys: 

Toys that never overpaſt, 


Through Eternity ſhall laſt. 


6. Lord, how happy is a Heart 

After Thee while it aſpires: 

True and faithful as Thou art, 

Thou ſhalt anſwer its Deſires: 
Tt ſhall ſee the glorious Scene 

Of thy everlaſting Reign... 


The Thanſgiving. From. Herbert, . 


\ King of Grief, (how ſtrange and true c 
The Name, to Jeſus only due ;) 


. 5 Nr * e 2 - — * 0 
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How, Saviour, ſhall I grieve for Thee, 
Who in alt Griefs preventeſt me. 


2. Then let me vie with Thee in Love, 
And try who there ſhall Conq'ror prove. 
Giv'ſt thou me Wealth? I will reſtore 
All back unto Thee by the Poor. 


3. Giv'ſt Thou me Honour? All ſhall ſee 
The Honour doth belong to Thee: 
A Boſom-Friend ? If falſe he prove 
To Thee, I will tear thence his Love. 


4. Thee ſhall my Muſick find: Each String 
Shall have his Attribute to Sing; 
And ev'ry Note accord in Thee, 
To prove one God, one Harmony, 


5. Giv'ſt thou me Knowledge? It ſhall ftill 
Search out thy Ways, thy Works, thy Will: 
Yea, I will ſearch thy Book, nor mayg. 

Till I have found therein thy Love. 


6. Thy Love I will turn back on Thee: 
O my dear Saviour, Victory! _ 
Then for thy Paſſion, I for That 


z Will do—— alas, I know not what! 


The Repriſal. From the ſame, 


Wirz have © weightd it, Lord, and find 
Thy mighty Paſſion mocks my Skill: 
Though 
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Though I die for Thee, I'm behind; , 
My Sins deſerve the Death to feel. 


2, O were I innocent, that I | 
Might bring Thee Off rings pure and free! 
Still my Attempt thy Wounds. defy, 
For they require me dead. for Thee. 


3, Yet will I ſhare the Conqueſt too: | 
Though I can do againſt Thee nought, 
In Thee, O Lord, I will ſubdue 
The Man that once againſt Thee fought ! 


 &-4 . 
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A Single Eye. From the ſame. 
WALTY 
EACH me, my God and King, 
In All things Thee to ſee; 
And what I do in any Thing, 
To do it as for Thee 


2. To ſcorn the Senſe's Sway, 
While ſtill to Thee I tend: 
In all I do, be Thou the Way, 
In all be Thou the End. 


5. A Man that looks on Glaſs, 
On That may fix his Eye; 
Or unoppos'd may through it paſs, 
And Heav'n behind deſcry. 


4. All may of Thee partake: 
Nothing ſo ſmall can be, 


; For that which God for his doth own, 


= 
— — 2 


4 LOuntain of Being, Source of Good! 


But draws, when ated for thy Sake, 


5. If done t'obey thy Laws, 
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Greatneſs and Worth from Thee. 


Ev*n ſervile Labours ſhine ; | | 


Hallow'd is Toil, if this the Cauſe, 


The meaneſt Work Divine. | 


6. This is the long-ſought Stone | 
W hich all converts to Gold : Ph | 


Cannot for leſs be told. | | 


" — 
* — 


4 — 


Grace before Meat. 


At whoſe Almighty Breath 
The Creature proves our Bane or Food, 


Diſpenſing Life or Death: Ho: . 


2. Thee we addreſs with humble Fear, 
Vouchſafe thy Gifts to crown; 
Father of all, thy Children hear, 

And fend a Bleſſing down. 


3. O may our Souls for ever pine 
Thy Grace to taſte and ſee ; 
Athirſt for Righteouſneſs Divine, 
And hungry after Thee! 


4. For this we lift our longing Eyes, 
We wait the gracious Word ; 
oSpeak—and our Hearts from Earth ſhall riſe, 
And fecd upon the Lord, E 
| | Another, 
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Another, 


Ch 


Nflav'd to Senſe, to Pleaſure prone, 
Fond of created Good ; 
Father, our Helpleſsneſs we own, 
And trembling taſte our Food, 


2. Trembling we taſte: for ah! no more 
To Thee the Creatures lead ; 

Chang'd they exert a Fatal Pow'r, 
And poiſon while they feed. 


3. Curt far the Sake of wniched Man, 

They now engroſs him whole, 

With pleaſing Force on Earth detain, 
And ſenſualize his Soul, 


4. Grov'ling on Earth we ſtill muſt lie 
Till Chriſt the Curſe repeal ; 
Till Chriſt deſcending from on high 
Infected Nature heal. 


5. Come then, our Heav 'nly Adam, come 
Thy healing Influence give; 

Hallow our Food, reſerve our Doom, 
And bid us eat and live. 


6. The Bondage of Corruption break ! 
For this our Spirits groan ; 
Thy only Will we fain would ſeek ; 


ſave us from our own. 


7. Turn 
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7. T urn the full Stream of Nature's Tide: 
Let all our Actions tend 


To Thee their Source; thy Love the Guide, 
Thy Glory be the End. 


8. Earth then a Scale to Heaven ſhall be, 
Senſe ſhall point out the Road; 

The Creatures then ſhall lead to Thee, 

And all we taſte be God! 


Grace after Meat. 


1 B of Beings, God of Love, 
3 | To Thee our Hearts we raiſe ; 


Thy all- ſuſtaining Pow'r we prove, 
And gladly ſing thy Praiſe, 


2. T hine, wholly thine we pant to be, 
Our Sacrifice receive ; 
Made, and preſerv'd, and ſav'd by thee, 


To thee Ourſelves we give. 


. Heav*nward our ev'ry Wiſh aſpires: : 
4 For all thy Mercy's Store 
The ſole Return thy Love requires, 
Is that we ask for more. 


4. For more we ask, we open then 
Oiaur Hearts t' embrace thy Will : : 
Turn and beget us, Lord, again, 
With all thy F 2 fill! 


c 5. Come 
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5. Come, Holy Ghoſt, the Saviour's Love 
Shed in our Hearts abroad; | 


So ſhall we ever live and move, 
And Be, with Chriſt, in God, 


— _ — 


1 — FAT 


Frailty. From Herbert, 1 


ORD, how in Silence I deſpiſe 3 

The giddy Worldling's Snare! 3 

This Beauty, Riches, Honour, Toys : 
Not worth a Moment's Care. 


2, Hence painted Duſt, and gilded Clay! 
You have no Charms for me: 3 
Delufive Breath, be far away | g 
I waſte no Thought on Thee. "E214 


3. But when abroad at once I view 
Both the World's Hoſts and Thine ! 
Thoſe {imple fad afflicted, few, 

T heſe num'rous gay and fine: 


. \ * 1 
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4. Loſt my Reſolves, my Scorn is paſt, 14 
I boaſt my Strength no more; 9 
A willing Slave they bind me faſt 
With unreſiſted Pow' r. 


5. O brook not this; let not thy Foes 
Profane thy hallow'd Shrine: 

Thine is my Soul by ſacred Vows 
Of frictef Union Thine 


9 
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Hear then my juſt, tho” late Requeſt, 
Once more the Captive free ; 
Renew thy Image in my Breaft, 
And claim my Heart for Thee, 


Grace, From the ſame. 


Y Stock lies dead, and no Increaſe 
Does thy Paſt Gifts improve : 

O let thy Graces without ceaſe 
Drop gently from above. 


2. If ſtill the Sun ſhould hide his Face, 
Earth would a Dungeon prove, | 
Thy Works Night's Captives : O kt Grace 
rop gently from above. 


3. The Dew unſought each Morning falls, 
Leſs bounteous is thy Dove ? 
The Dew for which my Spirit calls, 
Drop gently from above. 


4. Death is ſtill digging like a Mole 
My Grave, where'er I move; 

Let 8 work too, and on my Soul 
Drop gently from above. 


. Sin is ſtill ſpreading oer my Heart 
1 A Hardneſs void of Love; f 
Let ſuppling Grace, to croſs her Art, 


Drop gently from above. 
C 2 = 
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6. O come; for Thou doſt know the Way 
Or if Thou wilt not move, | 


Tranſlate me, where I need not fay 
Drop gently from above. | 


Gratefulneſs. From the ſame. 


HOU, who haſt giv'n ſo much to me, 

Oh give a grateful Heart: 

See how thy Beggar works on Ther 
By acceptable Art |! Z 
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2. He makes thy Gifts occaſion more; 
And ſays, if here he's croſt, | 
All Thou haſt giv'n him heretofore, 
- Thyſelf and all is loft. 


3. But Thou didſt reckon, when at firſt ö 
Our Wants thy Aid did crave, 3 

What it would come to at the worſt 
Such needy Worms to fave. 


4. Perpetual Knockings at thy Door, 

Tears ſullying all thy Rooms; 

Gift upon Gift; much would have more, 
And {till thy Suppliant comes. 


5, Yet thy unweary'd Love went on; 

Allow'd us all our Noiſe; 

Nay Thou haſt dignify'd a Groan, 
And made a Sigh thy Joys, 


A 


5. Where- 


& | 
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6. Wherefore I cry, and cry again, 
Nor canſt Thou quiet be, 

Till my repeated Suit obtain 
A thankful Heart from thee. 


. Hear then, and Thankfulneſs impart 
4 Continual as thy Grace; 
O add to all thy Gifts a Heart 

* Whoſe Pulſe may beat thy Praiſe ! 


The Method. From the ſame. 


Ament, unhappy Heart, lament ! 
| Since God refuſes ſtill 
To-hear thy Pray'r, ſome Diſcontent 
Unknown muſt cool his Will, 


2. Doubtleſs thy heav'nly Father could 

1 Give all thy Suit does move; 

For he is Pow'r: And ſure He would 
| b. all; for' He is Love. 


3. Go then the ſeeret Cauſe explore, 
1 Go ſearch thy inmoſt Soul. 
Let Earth divide thy Care no more, 
Since Heav'n requires the whole. 
3 Ha! What do I here written ke? 
It tells me © Yefterd 


Cold I prefer'd my — Plea, 
And only ſeem'd- to Pray.“ 


18 Hymns and Sack ED Por us. 
5. But ſtay--What read I written there? 
“ Something I would have done; 
His Spirit mov'd me to forbear, 
Yet boldly I went on.“ 
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6. Then bend once more thy Knees and pray, 
Once more lift up thy Voice : 
Seek Pardon firſt and God will ſay, 
Again, Glad Heart, rejoice.” 


— 


—— 
* 
7 2K 


Grieve not the Holy Spirit. From 
the ſame. 2 


ND art thou griev'd, O Sacred Dove, 
When I deſpiſe, or croſs thy Love? 
Griev'd for a Worm; when ev'ry Tread 
Cruſhes, and leaves the Reptile dead! 


2. Then Mirth be ever baniſh'd hence, 
Since Thou art pain'd by my Offence ; 
I fin not to my Grief alone 
The Comforter within doth groan. 


3. Then weep my Eyes, for God doth grieve ! 
Weep, fooliſh Heart, and weeping lives? 
Tears for the living Mourner plead, - *  ! 
But neer avail the hopeleſs Dea. 


4. Lord, J adjudge myſelf to Grief, 
To endleſs Tears without Relief: 
Vet, Ol texat thy Due forbear, 


And ſpare a feeble Creature, ſpare! _ 
1 2 5. Still 


_ Hymns and'Sacrer Por As. 19 
5. Still if I wait not, (ſtill to wail 
Nature denies, and "Fleſh would fail) 


Lord, pardon— for thy Son makes good 
My Want of ar with Store of Blood. 


. —— —_— 


The Flower. From the fame. 12 


* W H 1 L E fad my Heart, ad blaſted mourns, 
* How chearing, Lord, are thy Returns, 
How ſweet the Life, the Joys they bring! 
Grief in thy preſence melts away : 
Refreſh'd I hail the gladſome Day, 
As Flow'rs falute the riſing Spring. 


2. Who would have thought my wither'd Heart 
Again ſhould feel thy ſov'reign Art, 

A kindly Warmth again ſhould know ? | 
Late like the Flow'r, whoſe drooping Head 
Sinks down, and ſeeks its native Bed 

To ſee the Mother- root below. AT 


N Theſe are thy Wonders, Lord of wo fag ; 

illing and Quick ning one ſhort Hour. 
Lifts LY to Heav'n, and ſinks to Hel: 

Thy Will ſupreme diſpoſes AlI; 

We prove thy Juſtice in our F. all, 

Thy Mercy in our Riſe we feel. 


4. O that my teſt Change were Oer! 
O were I plac'd where Sin no more, 

E. With its Attendant Grief, could come 
Stranger to Change, I then ſhould riſe 


FF Amidſt the Plants of Paradiſe, 


And * in Eternal Bloom. 
5. Many 
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5. Many a Spring ſince here I grew, 
I ſeem'd my Verdure to renew, 
And higher ſtill to riſe and higher; 
Water'd by Tears, and fan'd by Sighs, 

I pour'd my Fragrance through the Skies, 
And heav'nward ever ſeem'd t'aſpire. 


6. But while I grow as Heaven were mine, 
Thine Anger comes and I decline ; 
Faded my Bloom, my Glory loſt: 
Who can the deadly Cold ſuſtain, 
Or ſtand beneath the chilling Pain! 

When blaſted by thine Anger's Froſt, 


7. And now in Age I bud“ again, 
Once more I feel the Vernal Rain, 
Though dead fo oft, I live and write: 
Sure I but dream! It cannot be 
That I, my God, that I am He 
On whom Thy Tempeſts fell all Night! 
8. Theſe are Thy Wonders, Lord of Love, 
Thy Mercy thus delights to prove 
We. are but Flow's that bloom and die! 
Boon as This ſaving Truth we. ſee, 
Within thy Garden plac'd by Thee, 
Time we ſurvive, and Death defy. 


— — — Sims — 
Deſertion. From the ſame. 


TOY of my Soul, when Thou art gone, 
And J (which cannot be) alone; | 
(2 cannot, Lord | for I on Thee 
d, and Thou abid'ſt in me.) 
: 2. But 


% g : 
\ 
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2. But when Thou doft the Senſe repreſs, 
Thextatic Influence of thy Grace ; 23008 


Seem to deſert thy lov'd Abode, 
And leave me ſunk beneath my Load: 


3. O whata Damp and deadly Shade, 
What Horrors then my Soul invade ! 
Leſs ghaſtly low'rs the gloomieſt Night 
Than the Eclipſe that veils thy Light. 


4. O do not, do not thus withdraw, 
Left Sin furprize me void of Awe, | 
And when Thou doſt but ſhine leſs clear, 1 88 
Say boldly, That thou art not here.  * 


5. Thou, Lord, and only thou caſt. tell 
How dead the Life which then I feel; | 
Purſu'd by Sin's inſulting Boaſt, 


That I may ſeek but Thou art loſt l 
6. I half believe (the deadly Cold 
Does all my Pow'rs ſo faſt infold) * 
That Sin ſays true. But while I grieve, 


Again I fee thy Face, and Live! 


by _— 
K 12 


A True Hymn. From' the ſame. 
M Y Joy, my Life, my Crown of Blif, 
My Heart was muſing all the Day, 


Fain would it ſpeak ; yet only this, 
„My Joy, my Life, my Crown,” could ſay. 


2, Few 
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2- Few as they are, and void of Art. 
Yet ſlight not, Lord, theſe humble Words : 

Fine is that Hymn which ſpeaks the Heart, 

The Heart that to the Lines accords, 


3 He who requires his Creature's T'ime, 
And all his Soul, and Strength, and Mind, 
Complains, if Heartleſs flows the Rhyme, 

W hat makes the Hymn 1 is ſtill behind: 


4. The ſcanty Verſe himſelf ſupplies, 
Let but the fervent Heart be mov'd; 
And when it ſays with longing Si 
O could I love!“ God writeth Lov'd ! 


TY 2 


Bitter-Sweet. From the jams, 
H niy deve, angry Lord, 


Since Thou deſt love, yet ſtrike, 
Caſt down, and yet thy —_ afford, 
Sure I will do the like. 


2, I will complain yet praiſe, 
Bewail, and yet approve, 
And all my mournful, joyful Days 

I will lament and love. 


A Hymn for Midnight. 


Hile Midnight Shades the Earth o'erſpread, 
And veil the Boſom of the Deep, 


Nature 
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Nature reclines her weary Head. 
And Care reſpires and Sorrows ſleep : 

My Soul ſtill aims at Nobler Reft, 
Aſpiring to her- Saviour's Breaſt. 


2. Aid me, ye hov'ring Spirits near, 
Angels and Miniſters of Grace; 

Who ever, while you guard us here, 

Behold your heav'nly Father's Face 

Gently my raptur'd Soul convey 

To Regions of Eternal Day. 


3. Fain would I, leave this Earth below, 
Of Pain and Sin the dark: Abede; 
Where ſhadowy. Joy, or ſold Woe 
Allures or tears me from my God: 
Doubtful and Inſecure of Bliſs, 
Since Death alone confirms me his. 


4. Till then, to Sorrow born J ſigh, 
And gaſp and languiſh after Home; 
Upward I ſend my ſtreaming Eye, 
Expecting till the Bridegroom come: 
Come quickly, Lord! Thy own receive, 
Now let me ſee. thy, Face and live. 


5. Abſent from Thee, my exil'd Soul 
Deep in a Fleſhly Dungeon groans; 
Around me Clouds of Darkneſs roll, 
And lab'ring Silence ſpeaks my Moans: 
Come quickly, Lord, Thy Fuge diſplay, 
And look my. Midnight into Day. 


6. Error and Sin, and Death are oer, <1 
If Thou reverſe the Creature s Dos m _/ 
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Sad Rachel ber Loſs no more, 
If Thou the God, the Saviour come: 
Of Thee poſſeſt, in Thee we prove 

The Light, the Life, the Heav'n of Love. 


* — 
— 


Miſery. From the ſome. 


ORD, let the Angels praiſe thy Name, 
Man is a Feeble, Fooliſh Thing ! 
Folly and Sin play all his Game, 
Still burns his Houſe, He Still doth ſing : 
To Day he's here, to Morrow gone: 
The Madman knows it---and ſings on. 


2. How canſt Thou | brook his Fooliſhneſs? 


When heedleſs of the Voice Divine, 
Himſelf alone he ſeeks to pleaſe, 
And carnal Joys prefers to Thine; . 

Eager through Nature's Wilds to rove, 
Nor aw'd by Fear, nor charm'd by Love. 


3. What ſtrange Pollutions does he wed, 
Slave to his Senſes and to Sin ! 
Naked of God, his Guilty Head 


He ftrives in Midnight Shades to skreen: 


Fondly he hopes from Thee to fly, 
Unmark'd by Thine all-ſeeing Eye. 


4. The beſt of Men to Evil yield, 
If but the lighteſt Trial come; 

They fall, by Thee no more upheld; - 
And when Affliction calls them home, 
Thy gentle Rod they ſcarce endure, 
And murmur to accept their Cure, 


5. Wayward 


Hy uns and Sacred Poz us. 25 

5. Wayward they haſte, while Nature leads, 

T'eſcape Thee; but Thy Gracious Dove 
Still mildly o'er their Folly ſpreads . 
The Wings of his e., Love: 

Thou bring'ft them back nor ſuff” reſt thoſe 
Who Would be, to remain thy Foes, 


6, My God, Thy Name Man cannot praiſe, 
All Brightneſs hou, all Purity 

'The Sun in his Meridian Blaze 
Is Darkneſs, if compar'd to Thee. 

Oh how ſhall ſinful Worms proclaim, 

Shall Man preſume to ſpeak Thy Name ? 


7. Man cannot ſerve Thee : All his Care 
Engroſs'd by grov'ling Appetite, 

Ts fixt on Earth; his Treaſure there, 
His Portion, and his baſe Delight : 

He ftarts from Virtue's thorny Road, 

Alive to Sin, but dead to God | 


8. Ah-fooliſh Man, where are thine Eyes? 
Loft in a Crowd of Earthly Cares : 
Thy Indolence neglects to riſe, | 
hile Husks to Heav'n thy Soul prefers ; z 
Careleſs the ſtarry Crown to ſeize, * 
By Pleaſure bound, or lull'd by Eaſe, 


9. To God, through all Creation's bound 
Th'unconſcious Kinds their Homage bring : 
His Praiſe through ev*'ry Grove reſounds, 
Nor know the Warblers whom they ſing : 
But Man, Lord of the Creatures, knows 
The Source from whence their _—_ flows, 


D ; 10. He 
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10. He owns.a God —-but eyes him not, 
But lets his mad Diſorders reign : 
They make his Life a conſtant Blot, 
And Blood Divine an Off ring vain. 
Ah Wretch! thy Heart unſearchable, 
Thy Ways myſterious who can tell! 


| 21. Perfect at firſt, and bleſt his State, 
i Man in his Maker's Image ſhone ; 
| In Innocence divinely great _ 
He liv'd ; he lived to God alone: 
His Heart was Love, his Pulſe was Praiſe, 
And Light and Glory deck'd his Face. 


12. But alter'd now and faln he is, 
Immerſt in Fleſh, and dead within; 

Dead to the Taſte of native Bliſs, 

And ever ſinking into Sin: 

Nay, by his wretched Self undone. 

Such is Man's State=——and ſuch my own. 


= F 4 1 1 - © 1 
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The Sinner. From the ſame. 


HEN all the Secrets of my Heart 
VV Wich Horror, Lord, I fee, p 
' Phine is, I And, the ſmalleſt Part, 


Though all be due to Thee. 


2. Thy Footſteps ſcarce appear within, 
But Luſts a countleſs Crowd; | 
ITh'immenſe Circumference is Sin, 


A Point is all my Good, 
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2 0 break my Bonds, let Sin enthrall 
ſtruggling Soul no more; 
B thy fall'n Creature's feeble Call, 
Thine Image Lord reſtore. 


4. And tho my Heart ſenſeleſs and hard 
To Thee can ſcarcely groan, 


Vet, O remember, gracious Lord, 
Thou once 1 write in Stone! 


_ 4 PW 
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oa Complaining, From the ſame. 


TH ov, Lind; may Pow'r and Wiſdom art, 
O do not then reje& my Heart! 


Thy Clay that Weeps, thy Duſt I am 
That calls, O put me not to Shame! 


2. Thy: .Glorles, Lord, in all Things ſhine, 
Thine is the Deed, the Praiſe is . : 
A feeble, helpleſs Creature I 4 
Do at Thy Pleaſure live or die. 


3. Art Thou All Juſtice ches ThyWord 
Through ev'ry Page an Angry Lord ? L 
Am I all Tears? Is this to live? 
Is all my Buſineſs here, to grieve? 


4. Fill not my Life's ſhort Hour with Pain: 
Or, O contract the wretched Span; 
So ſhall I mount from Sorrow free, 


And find Relief, and Heav' n in 4 þ * 


* 


D 2 Home. | 


—— ͤ —]—ꝛ̃ — U 
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Home. From the ſame. 
AINT is a Had, and ſick my Heart, 
While Thou doſt ever ever ſtay 

Fixt in my Soul 1 feel thy Dart, 

 Groaning , 1 feel it Night and Day: 


Come, Lord, and ſhew thyſelf to me, 
Br take, O take me up to Thee! 


Canſt Thou with-hold Thy healing Grace, 
85 kindly laviſh of Thy Blood; 
When ſwittly trickling down Thy Face, 
For me the purple Current flow' d! 
Come, Lord, and ſhew, &c. 


3. When Man was loſt, LOVE look'd about, 

To ſee what Help in Earth or Sky: 

In vain ; for none appear'd without, | 
The Help did in Thy ä 

Come, Lord, &c. 


4. There lay thy Son: but left his Reſt 
Thraldom and Mis'ry to remove 
From thoſe, who Glory once poſſeſt, 
But wantonly abus'd Thy Love. 
Come, Lord, &c. | 


- He came O my Redeemer dear } 
" Auk canſt Thou — 4 this be ſtrange ? 
Not et within my Heart appear ? 
Chas Lavk like T hine, or "Haul or change ? 
Came, Lord, He. 


6. But 
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6. But if Thou tarrieſt, why muſt 17 


My God, what is this Wold tome! 


This Bd of Wop hence bog thin Bi 


The Clouds that part my Soul and Thee. 
Come, Lord, Ec. 


. ſhould this weary World delight, 
nſe th'immortal Spirit bind ? 

or ſhould frail Beauty's Charms invite, 
Ihe trifling Charms of Womankind ? - 
Come, Lord, Ce. 


4 A Sigh Thou breath'ſt into my flat? 


And earthly Joys I view with Scorn : 


Far from my Soul, ye Dreams depart- 


Nor mock me with your vain Return ! 


Come, Lord, Oc. 

9. Sorrow and Sin, and Loſs, and Pain 
Are all that here on Earth we ſee; 
Reſtleſs we pant for Eaſe in van, 
In vain--—till Eaſe we find in Thee. 

Come, Lord, Oc. 


10. Idly we talk of Harveſts here, 
Eternity our Harveſt is : 

Grace brings the great Sabbatic Year, 
When ripen'd into Glorious Bliſs, 


Come, Lord, Cc. 


2 1. O looſe this F rame, Life's Knot untie, 
That my free Soul may uſe her Wing; 
N ow pinion'd with Mortality, 
A weak, 1 wretched Thing 


ener © | 
| e 12. Why 
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12. Why ſhould J longer ſtay and groan ? 
The moſt of me to Heav'n is fled : 
My Thoughts and Joys are thither gone; 
o all below I now am dead, 4 
Come, Lord, &c. | ONS NY 


E Come, deareſt Lord ! my Soul's Deſire 
With eager Pantings gaſps for Home: : 
Thee, Thee my reſtleſs Hopes require: 
My Fleſh and Spirit bid Thee come! 
China, Lord, and ow Thyſelf to me, : 
Gr take, O take me up to Thee! ; 


5 e From the ſame; 


TH bending Knees, and akin Eyes, 
Weary gory faint, to Thee = Gries, 

To Thee my Tan, my Groans 1 hap: 

© when ſhall my Complainings end? «+ 


2. Wither'd my. Heart, like barren Ground 
Accurſt of God; my Head turns round, 
My Throat is hoarſe: I faint, I fall, 

Lee falling. ain fr F call 


We Eternal Streams of Pity. flow 
From: Phee their. Source to Earth below: 
Mothers are kind, becauſe. Thou art, 
Thy Tenderneſs 'o'erflows their Heart. 


4. Lord of my Soul, bow down thine Ear; 
, Hears, Bowels of Compaſſion, hear 


O give 
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O give not to the Winds my Pray'r: 
Thy Name, thy hallow'd Name is there ! 


5. Look on my Sorrows, mark them well, 
The Shame, the Pangs, the Fires I feel: 
Conſider, Lord; Thine Ear incline ! 
Thy Son hath made my Suff*rings Thine, 


6. Thou, Jefu;- on th'accurſed Tree 
Didſt bow Thy dying Head for me! 
Incline it now | Who made the Ear, 
Shall He, ſhall He forget to hear }- 


7. See thy poor Duſt, in Pity ſee, 
It ſtirs, it creeps, it aims at Thee! 
Haſte, fave it from the greedy Tomb! 
Come !——Ev'ry Atom bids Thee come 


8. Tis Thine to help! Forget me not | 
O be thy _— ne'er forgot 
Lock'd' is Thy Ear? yet ſtill my Plea. 
May ſpeed : For Mercy keeps the Key. 


9, Thou tarrieſt, while I fink, T die, 
And fall to Nothing! Thou on high 
Seeſt me undone, Yet am I ſtil'd 
By Thee (loſt as I am) thy Child! 


10. Didſt Thou for This forſake thy Throne ? 
Where are Thy ancient Mercies gone? 
Why ſhould. my Pain my Guilt ſurvive, 
And Sin be dead, yet Sorrow live ?. 


11. Vet Sin is dead; And yet abide: . 
* Promiſes; they ſpeak, they chide: 


They 
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They in Thy Boſom pour my Tears, 
And my Complaints preſent as theirs. 


12. Hear Jeſu! hear my broken Heart! 
Broken ſo long; that ev'ry Part 
Hath got a Tongue that ne'er ſhall ceaſe, 
Tin Thou. pronounce, 4+ Depart in Peace,” of 


My Love, my Saviour, hear m 
B "hs Thy Feet at which I lie! cy. 2 
Pluck out Thy Dart! Regard my Sighs ; 
Now heal my Soul, or now it dies, 


| 
| 
1 


The Search. From oe ſame. 


Hither, O whither art Thou fled, 
My Saviour and my Love? 
M Wehe are my daily Bread, h 
et unſucceſsful prove. 
M Knees on Earth, on Heav'n mine Eye 
s fixt ; and yet the Sphere, 
And yet the Cone both deny 
T hat l my God, art there. 


2. Yet can I mark that Herbs below 
Fheir fragrant Greens diſplay, 
As if to meet Thee they did know, 
While wither'd I decay. 
Yet can I mark how Stars above 
x With e Luſtre 1 
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Eaſt touches Weſt, compar'd to this, 
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Their Glories borrowing from thy Leue, 1 


While I in Dag pine. 


3. 1 ſent a Sigh to ſeek thee out, 
Drawn from my Heart in Pain, 
Wing'd like an Arrow: but my Scout 
Return'd alas l in vain, - | 
Another from my endleſs Store 
J turn'd into a Groan, 
Becauſe the Search was dumb before: 
But all alas ! was one. 


4. Where is my God ? What ſecret Place 
Still holds, and hides Thee ill? 7 | 
What Covert dares eclipſe thy Face ?-- 
Is it Thy awful Will ? 


O let not That thy Preſence bound: 


Rather let Walls of Brafs, | 
Let Seas and Mountains gird Thee round, 
And I through all will paſs. 


5. Thy Will ſo vaſt a Diſtance is, 


Remoteſt Points combine, 


And Heay'n and Hell conjoin. 

Take then theſe Bars, theſe Lengths * 
Turn and reſtore my Soul: 

Thy Love omnipotent diſplay, 
Approach ! and make me whole. 


6. When Thou, my Lord, my God art nigh, 
Nor Life, nor Death can move, 

Nor deepeſt Hell, nor Pow'rs on high 
Can part me from whey LOVE. 
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For as thy Abſence: pailes far 2911 mar 


The wideſt Diſtance known, l 
Thy Preſence brings my Soul 901 near, 


hat Mage: Lan Ons! 
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Throw away thy 1 
O throy away iy Wrath! X 
My gracious Saviour and my” God, 1 2 
O take the gentle Path, | 


2. Thou ſteſt, my er. «Dei KH 
Still unto T hee | 
Still does my An 4 Soul aſpire. 
To an entire Conſent. 


3. Not ern a Word or Look” N 
Do Ia pprove or o:•²n, 1 ee 

But by the Model of thy Book, 
Thy ſacred Book alone. 


4. Although I fail, I weep 3 
Although I halt in Pace, 

Yet ſtill with trembling Steps I.creep 
Unto the Throne of Grace. 


5, O then let Wrath remove : 

For Love will do the Deed ! 
Love will the Conqueſt gain; with Love 
_ Ev'n ſtony Hearts will bleed. 


6, For 


6. For Lov is ſwift of Foot, 

Love is a Man of War „ | | 

Love can reſiſtleſs Arrows ſhoot, ' 
And hit the Mark from fa. 


7. Who can eſcape his Bow ? 

That which hath wrought on Thee, 

Which brought the'King'of Glory low, 
Muſt ſurely work-owme. =» 


8. O throw away thy Rod; | 
What though Man Frailties hath ? 
Thou art my Saviour and my God! 
O throw away thy Wrath! 
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Divine Love. Pom the German. 


T5 O U hidden Love-of God, whoſe Height, 
Whoſe Depth unfathom'd no Man knows, 
I ſee from far thy beauteous Light, 
Inly I ſigh for thy Repoſe. 
My Heart is pain'd, nor can it be 
At Reſt, till it finds Reſt in Thee. 
2, Thy ſecret Vice invites me ſtill 
The Sweetneſs of thy Voke to prove; 
And ſain I would: but tho my Will 
Be fixt, yet wide my Paſſions rove. 
Yet Hindranees ſtrowyalh the Way; 1 11 


I aim at Thee, yet from Thee ſtray. 


3 


Hr uus and Sacred Foz us. 35 


OW — ——— —— PA 8 ä—— — On 4 


— 


34 


From the bleſt Footſteps of thy Love! 
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3. Tis Mercy all that Thou haft brought 
My Mind to ſeek her Peace in Thee! 
Yet while I ſeek, but find Thee not, 
No Peace my wand'ring Soul ſhall ſee, 

O when ſhall all my Wandrings end, 


And all my Steps to Thee-ward tend? 


4. Is there a Thing beneath the Sun, | 
That ſtrives with Thee my Heart to ſhare ? 

Ah tear it thence, and reign alone, 

The Lord of ev'ry Motion there: 

Then ſhall my Heart from Earth be free, 

When it has found Repoſe in Thee. 


5. O hide this SELF from me, that I 
No more, but Chriſt in me may live 
My vile Affections crucify, 
or let one darling Luſt ſurvive. 
In all things nothing may I ſ&, 
Nothing deſire, or ſeek but Thee. 


6. O LOVE, thy Sov'reign Aid impart, 
To fave me from low-thoughted Care: 


_ Chaſe this Self. will thro? all my Heart, 


Through all its latent Mazes there. 
Make me thy duteous Child, that I 
Ceaſeleſs may Abba Father cry. 


7. Ah no! ne'er will I backward turn: 
Thine wholly, thine alane I am 

Thrice happy He, who views with Scorn 
Farth's To s for Thee his conſtant Flame, 

O help, that I may never move 


8. Each | 
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8. Each Moment draw from Earth away 

My Heart, that lowly waits thy Call: 
Speak to my inmoſt Soul, and ſay 

I am thy Love, thy God, thy All! _ | 
To feel Thy Pow'r, to hear Thy Voice, 
To taſte thy Love is all my Choice! | 


— — 2 
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The Reſignation. 


ND wilt thou yet be found? 

And may I till draw near? 

Then liſten to the plaintive Sound, 
Of a poor Sinner's Prayer. 


Jeſu ! thine Aid afford, 

If ſtill the ſame Thou art; | 
To Thee I look, to Thee, my Lord, 

Lift up an helpleſs Heart. 


2. Thou ſeeſt my tortur'd Breaſt, 
The ſtruglings of my Will, 

The Foes that interrupt my Reſt, 
The Agonies I feel; 


The daily Death I prove, 
Saviour, to Thee is known : 

'Tis worſe than Death my God to love, 
And not my God alone, 


3. My peeviſh Paſſions chide 
W ho only Can'ſt controul ; 
3 E Can'ſt 
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Car ſt turn the Stream of Nature's Tide, 
Aud calm my troubled Soul. 


O my offended Lord, 
| Reſtore my inward Peace: | 
I know Thou canſt: O ſpeak the Word, N 
And bid the Tempeſt ceaſe. . 


4. Abate the Purging Fire, 
And Draw me to my Good; 
 Allay the Fever of Deſre 


By n me with Blood. 


J long to ſee thy Face 
Thy Spirit I implore ; 
The living Water of Thy Grace, 


That I may thirſt no more, 


5. When ſhall Thy Love conſtrain, 
And force me to Thy Breaſt ? 

W hen ſhall my Soul return again 
To her Eternal Reſt? 


Ah what Fs my Strife, 
My wandring to and fro ? 

Thou haſt the Words of Endleſs Life ; 

Ah whether ſhould I go ? 


6. Thy condeſcending Grace 8 
To me did freely move; 

It calls me ſtill to ſeek Thy Face, 

And ſtoops to ask my Love. 


Lord, at Thy Feet J fall, 
I groan to 22 1 free, 
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I fain would now obey the Call, 
And give up all for Thee. 


7. To reſcue me from Woe 
Thou didſt with all Things part: 
Didſt lead a ſuff ring Life below, 
To gain my worthleſs Heart: 


The God of all that breathe ' 
Was found in Faſhion as a Man, 
And died a curſed Death. 


8. And can I yet delay 
My little All to give, 

To tear my Soul from Earth away, 
For Jeſus to receive? 


Nay, but | yield, I yield! 
I can hold out no more, 

I ſink by dying Love compell'd, 
And own Thee Conqueror 


8 Though late J all forſake, 

y Friends, my Life reſign, 

Gracious Redeemer, take, O take, 
And ſeal me ever Thine. 
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Come and poſſeſs me whole, 
Nor hence again remove, 

dettle and fix my wav' ring Soul 
With all Thy Weight of Love. 


10. My one Deſire is This, 
Thy only Love to know, | 
E 2 To / 
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To ſeek and taſte no other Bliſs, 
No other Good below. 


My Life my Portion Thou, 
Thou all-ſufficient art, 

My Hope, my Heav'nly Treaſure now, 
Enter and keep my Heart, 


11. Rather than let it burn 

For Earth, O quench it's Heat; 
Then, when it would to Earth return, 

O let it ceaſe to beat. 


22. Snatch me from Ill to come, 
When I from Thee would fly; 

O take my wand'ring Spirit home, 
And grant me Then to die. 


After 4 Recovery from Sickneſs, 


ND live I yet by Pow'r Divine ? 
And have ul my Courſe to run? 
Again brought back in its Decline 


The Shadow of my parting Sun ? 
2, Wond'ring I ask, Is this the Breaſt 


Struggling ſo late and torn with Pain , 
The Eyes that upward look'd for Reſt, 

And dropt their weary Lids again : 
3. The recent Horrors ſill appear: . 0 


O may they never ceaſe to awe 
Still be the King of Terrors near, 
Whom late in all his Pomp I ſaw, 


4. Tortere 
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4. Torture and Sin prepar'd his Way, 

And pointed to a yawning Tomb! 
Darkneſs behind eclips'd the Day, 

And check'd my forward Hopes of Home, 


5. My feeble Fleſh refus'd to bear 
Its ſtrong redoubled Agonies : 

When Mercy heard my ſpeechleſs Pray'r, 
And ſaw me faintly gaſp for Eaſe. 


6, Jeſus to my Deliv'rance flew, 
Where ſunk in mortal Pangs I lay : 
Pale Death his antient Conqu'ror knew, 
And trembled and ungraſp'd his Prey! 


7, The Fever turn'dits backward Courſe, 
Arreſted by Almighty Pow'r ; 
Sudden expir'd its fiery Force, 
And Anguiſh gnaw'd my Sideno more. 


8. God of my Life, what juſt Return 
Can ſinful Duft and Aſhes give ? 

I only live my Sin to mourn, 
To love my Ged J only live! 


9. To Thee, benign and ſaving Pow'r, 
I conſecrate my lengthned Days ; 

While mark'd with Bleſſings, ev'ry Hour 
Shall ſpeak thy co- extended Praiſe. 


10. How ſhall I teach the World to love, 
Unchang'd myſelf, unloos'd my Tongue? 
Give me the Pow'r of Faith to prove, 
And Mercy ſhall be all my Song. 


E 3 x1, Be 
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11. Be All ny Added Life employ'd 
Thy Image in my Soul to ſee: 

Fill with thyſelf the mighty Void ; 
Enlarge my Heart to compaſs Thee! 
12. O give me, Saviour, give me more 

Thy Mercies to my Soul reveal: 
Alas l I fee their endleſs Store, 
Yet O! I cannot, cannot feel / 


13. The Bleſſing of Thy Love beſtow : 
For this my Cries ſhall never fail ; 
Wreſtling I will not let Thee go, 
I will not, till my Suit prevail, 


14. I'll weary Thee with my Complaint ; 
Here at Thy Feet for ever lie, SE 
With longing ſick, with groaning faint : 
O give me Love, or elſe I die! 


15. Without this beſt, divineſt Grace, 

Tis Death, *tis worſe than Death to live; 
*Tis Hell to want Thy Bliſsful Face, 

And Saints in Thee their Heav'n receive. 


16. Come then, my Hope, my Life, my Lord, 
And fix in me Thy laſting Home | 
Be mindful of thy gracious Word, | 
Thou, with Thy promis'd Father, come! 


17. Prepare, and then poſſeſs my Heart, 
O take me, ſeize me from above: 
Thee Do I love, for God Thou art; 

Thee Do I feel, for God is Love 


2 | 
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A Prayer under Convitions. 


ATHER of Lights, from whom proceeds 
Whate'er Thy ev'ry Creature needs, 
Whoſe Goodneſs providently nigh 
Feeds the young Ravens when they cry ; 
To Thee I look; my Heart prepare, 
Suggeſt, and hearken to my Pray'r, 


2. Since by Thy Light myſelf I ſee 
Naked, and poor, and void of Thee, 
Thine Eyes muſt all my Thoughts ſurvey, 
Preventing what my Lips would ſay : 

Thou ſeeſt my Wants; for Help they call, 
And ere I ſpeak, Thou know'ſt them all. 


3. Thou know'ſt the Baſeneſs of my Mind, 
Wayward, and impotent and blind : 
Thou know'ſt how unſubdu'd my Will, 
Averſe to Good, and prone to Ill : 
Thou know'ſt how wide my Paſſions rove, 
Nor check'd by Fear, nor charm'd by Love. 
4. Fain would I know, as known by Thee, 
And feel the Indigence I fee; _ 
Fain would I all my Vileneſs own, 
And deep beneath the Burthen groan ; 
Abhor the Pride that lurks within, 
Deteſt and loath myſelf and Sin, ©, on 
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5. Ah give me, Lord, myſelf to feel, 
My total Miſery reveal : . 
Ah give me, Lord, (I ſtill would ſay) 
A Heart to mourn, a Heart to pray; 
My Buſineſs this, my only Care, 
My Life, my ev'ry Breath be Pray'r, 


6. Scarce I begin my ſad Complaint, 
When all my warmeſt Wiſhes faint; 
Hardly I lift my weeping Eye, 
" When all my kindling Ardors die; 
Nor Hopes nor Fears my Boſom move, 
For ſtill I cannot, cannot love. 


7, Father, I want a thankful Heart ; 
J want to taſte how good Thou art, 
To plunge me in Thy Mercy's Sea, 
And comprehend Thy Love to me ; 
The Breadth, and Length, and Depth, and Height 
Of Love divinely infinite. 


8. Father, I long my Soul to raiſe, 
And dwell for ever on thy Praiſe; 
Thy Praiſe with glorious Joy to tell, 
In Extaſy unſpeakable, 
While the full Pow'r of Faith I know, 
And reign triumphant here below. 


1 


The 53d Chapter of Iliiah. 


H O hath believ'd the Tidings? Who? 
Or feit the Joys our Words impart ? 
Gladly confeſs d our Record true, 
And found the Saviour in his Heart ? 


Planted 


2 
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Planted in Nature's barren Ground, 
And cheriſh'd by Jehovah's Care, 

There ſhall the Immortal Seed be found, 
The Root Divine ſhall flouriſh there 


2. See the Deſire of Nations comes; 


45. 


Nor outward Pomp beſpeaks him near, 


A Veil of Fleſh the God aſſumes, | 
A Servant's Form he ſtoops to weat ; 510 

He lays his every Glory bj 
Ignobly low, obſcure} mean, 

Of Beauty void, in Reason 's Eye, 
The Sourſe of Lovelinefs is ſeen. 


3. Rejected and: deſpis'd of Men, 
A Man of Griefs, inut'd to Woe 5 
His only Intimate is Pain, 
And Grief is all his Life- below. 
We ſaw, and from the irkſome Sight 
Diſdainfully our Faces turnꝰd; 
Hell follow'd him with fierce Deſpight, 
And Earth the humble Abje& ſcorn'd. 


4. Surely for us He humbled was, 
And griev'd withSortows not his own: 
Of all his Woes were We the Cauſe, . 


Weffllbahis Soul with Pangsunknown. 


Yet him th'Offender we eſteem d. | 
Stricken by Heaven's vindictive Rod, 

Afflicted for himſelf we deem'd, 
And puniſh'd by an angry God. 


5. But O! with our Tranſgreſſions ſtain'd, 
For our Offence he wounded was; 


Ours were the Sins that bruis'd, and pain'd, 


And ſcourg'd, and nail'd him to the Croſs. 


The 
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The Chaſtiſement that bought our Peace, 
To Sinners due, on him was laid. 

Conſcience be ſtill! Thy Terrors ceaſe ! 
The Debt's diſcharg'd, the Ranſom paid. 


6. What though we all, as wand'ring Sheep, 
Have left our God, and lov'd to ſtray, 
Refus'd his mild Commands to keep, 
And madly urg'd the downward Way ; 
Father, on him thy Bolt did fall, 
The Mortal Law thy Son fulfill'd, ] 
Thou laid'ſt on him the Guilt of All, 
And by his Stripes we All are heal d. 


7. Accus'd his Mouth he open'd not, 
He anſwer'd not by Wrongs oppreſt; 
Pure though he was from ſinful Spot, 
Our Guilt he Silentiy confeſt ! 
Meek as a Lamb to Slaughter led, 
A Sheep before his Shearers dumb, 
To ſuffer in the Sinner's ſtead, _. 
Behold. the ſpotleſs Victim come ! 


1. Who could his heav'nly Birth declare 
When bound by Man he filent ſtood, 

When Worms arraign'd him at their Bar, 
And doom'd to Death th'Eternal God! 

Patient the Suff' rings to ſuſtain, 

The Vengeance to Tranſgreſſors due, 
Guiltleſs he groan'd, and dy'd for Man: 

Sinners rejoyce, he dy'd for you! 


9. Fer your imputed Guilt he bled, 

Made Sin-a finful World to ſave ; 

 Meekly he funk among the Dead: 
The Rich ſupply'd an honour'd Grave 
8 | Tor 
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For O! devoid of Sin, and free 
From actual or intail'd Offence, 
No Sinner in himſelf was he, 


But pure and perfect Innocence. 


10. Vet him th Almighty Father's Will 
With bruiſing Chaſtiſements purſu'd, 
Doom'd him the Weight of Sin to feel, 

And ſterniy juſt requir'd his Blood. 
But lo ! the Mortal Debt is paid, 
| The coſtly Sacrifice is o'er, 

His Soul for Sin an Off ring made 
| Revives, and he ſhall die more, 


11, His numerous Seed he now ſhall ſee, 
Scatter'd through all the Earth abroad, 
Bleſt with bis Immortality, 
Begot by him, and born of God. 
Head to his Church o'er all below 
Long ſhall he here his Sons ſuſtain ; 
T heir bounding Hearts his Pow'r ſhall know, 
And bleſs the lov'd Meſſiah's Reign. 


12, Twixt God and Them He ſtill ſhall ſtand, 
The Children whom his Sire hath giv'n, 
Their Cauſe ſhall proſper in his Hand 
While Righteouſneſs looks down from Heav'n: 
While pleas'd he counts the Ranſom'd Race, 
And calls, and draws them from above; z 
The Travail of his Soul ſurveys, 
And reſts in his redeeming Love. 


- 


13 *Tis done! my Juſtice asks no more, 
The Satisfaction's fully made: 

Their Sins he in his Body bore; 
Their Surety all the Deb has paid. 


| 
| 
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And All, who ſtoop Yabjure their own, 


14. Them ſhall he claim his juſt Deſert, 


My Righteous Servant and my Son 
Shall each believing Sinner elear, 


Shall in hs W appear. 


Them his Inheritance receive, 
And many a contrite humble Heart 
Will 1 for his Poſſeſſion give. 
Satan he thence ſhall chaſe away, 
Aſſert his Right, his Foes o'ercome 


Stronger than Hell, retrieve the Prey, 


And bear the Spoil triumphant home. 


15. For charg d with all their Guilt he ſtood, 


Sinners from Suff*ring to redeem, 
For Them he pour'd out all his Blood, 
Their Subſtitute, he dy*'d for Them. 
He dy'd ; and roſe his Death to plead, 
To teſtify their Sins forgiven —— 
And ftill T hear him interceed, 
And ftill he makes Their Claim to Heaven, 


Hrs. xii. 2 
Lookin unto Feſus, * Author ann 
e zes 7 our Faith, 


EARY of Rmanling with my Pain, 
Hopeleſs to burſt my Nature's Chain, 


Hardly I give the Conteſt o'er, 
Lek to fre myſelf no mare, 115 L 


2, From 
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2. From my own Works at laſt J ceaſe, 

God that creates muſt ſeal my Peace ; 

Fruitleſs my Toil and vain my Care, 

And all my Fitneſs is Deſpair. 


3. Lord, I deſpair myſelf to heal, 
I ſee my Sin but cannot feel : 
I cannot, till thy Spirit blow, 
And bid tWobedient Waters flow. 


4. Tis Thine a Heart of Fleſh to give, 
Thy Gifts I only can receive: 
Here then to thee I all reſign, - 
To draw, redeem, and ſeal is thine. 


5. With ſimple Faith, to thee I call, 
My Light, my Life, my Lord, my All: 
I wait the moving of the Pool ; 

I wait the Word that ſpeaks me Whole. 


6. Speak gracious Lord, my Sickneſs cure, 
Make my infected — 4 
Peace, Righteouſneſs, and Joy impart, 
And pour thyſelf into my Heart. 


— —— 
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Gar. iii. 22. 

The Scripture hath concluded all under 
Sin, that the Promiſe by Faith of 
Jeſus Chrift might be given to them 
that believe. 


ES U, the Sinner's Friend, to Thee 
J Loſt and undone . Aid I flee, 
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Weary of Earth, myſelf and Sin —— 


Open thine Arms, and take me it. 


2. Pity and heal my Sin- ſick Soul, 
Tis thou alone canſt make me whole, 
Fal'n, till in me thine Image ſhine, 
And curſt I am till thou art mine, 


3. Hear, Jeſu, hear my helpleſs Cry, 
O fave a Wretch condemn'd to die | 
The Sentence in myſelf I feel, 

And all my Nature teems with Hell. 


4. When ſhall'Concupiſcence and Pride 
No more my tortur'd Heart divide! 
W hen ſhall this Agony be o'er, | 
And the Old Adam rage no more! 


5. Awake, the Woman's Conqu'ring Seed, 
Awake, and bruiſe the Serpent's Head: 
Tread down thy Foes, with Pow'r control 
The Beaft and Devil in my Soul. | 


6. The Manſion for thyſelf prepare, 
Diſpoſe my Heart by entring there ! 
Tis This alone can make me clean, 
Tis This alone can caſt out Sin. 


7. Long have! 2 hop'd and ſtrove 

To force my Hardneſs into Love, 

Jo give thee all thy Laws require; 
And Jabour'd in the purging Fire. 


8. A thouſand ſpecious Arts elfay'd, 
Call'd the dern Miſtic o my Ad. 
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| His boaſted Skill the Brute refin'd, 
But left the ſubtler Fiend behind. 


9. Frail, dark, impure, I ſtill remain, 
Nor hope to break my Nature's Chain: 
The fond ſelf-emptying Scheme is paſt, 

And lo! conſtrain'd I yield at laſt. 


IO, At laſt I own it cannot be 
That I ſhould fit myſelf for Thee : 
Here then to Thee I all reſign, 
Thine is the Work, and only Thine. 


11, No mere to lift my Eyes I dare, 
Abandor?'d'to a juſt Deſpair ; Na 
I have my Puni ment in View, ; 


| feel a thouſand Hells my Due. 


12. What ſhall 1 ſay thy Grace to move ? 
Lord, I am Sin but thou art Love: 
| give up every Plea beſide 


be Lord I am damn d but thou haſt died! 


13. While groaning at thy Feet I fall 
Spurn me away, refuſe my Call, 
If Love permit, contract thy Brow, 
And, if thou canſt, deſtroy me now 


Hoping for Grace. From the German. 


Y Soul before Thee proſtrate lies, 
To thee her Source my Spirit flies, 


F 2 My 
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My Wants I mourn, my Chains 5 ſee : 
O let thy Preſence ſet me free ! 


2. Loſt and undone for Aid/I cry: 
In thy Death, Saviour, let me die! 
Griev'd with thy Grief, pain'd with thy Pain, 
Ne'er may 1 feel Self-Love again, 


3. Jeſu, vouchſafe my Heart and Win 
With thy weak Lowlineſs to fill; 

No more her Pow'r let Nature boaſt, © 
But in thy Will may mine be = - 


4. In Life's ſhort Day let me yet more 
Of thy enliv*ning Pow'r implore: 
My Mind muſt deeper fink in thee, 
5 3 _ ſtand firm from Wand'ring free. 


5. ve Sons of Men, here nought avails 
Your Strength, here all your Wiſdom fails; 
Who bids a ſinful Heart be clean? is 
T hou only, Lord, ſupreme of Men. 


6. And well! ROM thy tender Love 3 
Thou never didft unfaithful prove: 
And well I know thou ſtand'ſt by me, 
Pleas'd from myſelf to ſet me free. 


ik. 


7. Still will I watch, and labour till 
To baniſh ev'ry Thought of III; 
Till thou in thy good Time appear, 2, 
And fav'l me from the Fowler's Snare. | 


8. Already ſpringing Hope I feel ; 
God will deſtroy the Pow'r of Hell: 
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God from the the Land of Wars and Pain 
Leads me, where Peace and Safety reign. 


9. One only Care my Soul ſhall know, 
Father, all thy Commands to do: 

Ah deep engrave it on my Breaſt, 

That I in thee ev'n now am bleſt. 


10. When my warm'd Thoughts I fix on Thee, 
And plunge me in thy Mercy's Sea, 
Fhen ev'n on me thy Face ſhall ſhine, 
And quicken this dead Heart of mine. 


II. So ev'n in Storms my Zeal ſhall grow; 
So ſhall I thy Hid Sweetneſs know ; * 
And feel (what endleſs Age ſhall prove) 
That thou, my Lord, my God, art Love! 


The Dawning. From Herbert. 


Wake, ſad Heart, whom Sorrows drown, 
Lift up thine Eyes, and ceaſe to mourn, ' 
Unfold thy Forehead's ſettled Frown ; V 
Thy Saviour, and thy Joys return. 


2. Awake, ſad drooping Heart, awake } * + 
No more lament, and pine, and cry : 
His Death thou ever doſt partake, | 
Partake at laſt his Victory. Tr" 
| ' 4 3. Ariſe 3 


As 'L T7 
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3. Ariſe; if thou doſt not withſtand, 
Chriſt's Reſurrection thine ma be: : 

O break not from the Gracious Hand 
Which, as it riſes, raiſes thee. 


4. Chear'd by thy. Saviour's Sorrows riſe ; 
He griev'd, that thou mayꝰſt ceaſe to grieve ; 

Dry with his Burial Clothes thine Eyes, 

He dy'd himſelf, that thou mayſt live! 


4 


— 


ä SHEEN en 


Longing after Chriſt. 
ee SS 
ESU, the Strength of all that faint, 
When wilt thou hear my fad Complaint ! 
eſu, the weary Wanderer's Reſt, 
n thou take me to W. Breaſt! 


K 


1 My Sp irit mourns. by W 
And droops my Heart where thou art not; 
My Soul is all an aking void, | 

Andp pines, and thirſts, and gaſps for God. 


3. The Pain of Abſence Still 1 prove 
_ of Deſire, but not of Love; 


of: Life I ever groan, 
Ad big to lay the Burden down. 


4. 'Tis Burthen all, and Pain, and Strife: 
O give me Love, and take my Life! 
8 K. my only Want ſupply, 
let me l thy Love and die! 


Marr. 
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Try me, O God, and ſeek the Ground 
of my Heart. | 


ESU] my. great High Prieſt above, | 
My Friend before the Throne of Love! 

If now for me prevails thy Prayer, 

If now I find thee pleading there ;. 

If thou the ſecret Wiſh convey, 

And ſweetly prompt my Heart to pray, 

Hear, and my weak Petitions join, 

Almighty Advocate, to thine 


2. Fain would I know my utmoſt Ill, 
And groan my Nature's Weight to feel, 
To feel the Clouds that round me roll, 
The Night that hangs upon my Soul, 
The Darkneſs of my Carnal Mind, 
My Will perverſe, my Paſſions blind, 
Scatter d o'er all the Earth abroad, 
Immeaſurably far from God. 


3. Jeſu! my Heart's Deſire obtain, 
My Earneſt Suit preſent and gain, 
My Fulneſs of Corruption ſhow, 

The Knowledge of myſelf beſtow z 
A deeper Diſplicence at Sin, 

A ſharper Senſe of Hell within, 

A ſtronger Struggling to get free, 
A keener Appetite for the. 
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4. For thee my Spirit often pants, 
Vet often in purſuing faints, 
Drocping it fon neglects Caſpire, 
Nor fans the ever-dying K 
No more thy Glory's Skirts are ſeen, 
The World, the Creature ſteals between; 


Heav ward no more my. Wiſhes move, 
And I forget that thou art LOVE. 


1 fov* reign Love, to thee I cry; ; 
Give me thyſelf, or elſe I die. 
Save me from Death, from Hell ſet free, 
Death, Hell, are but the Want of thee, 
Quick'ned by thy imparted Flame, 
Sav'd, when poſſeſt of thee, I amm . 
My Life, my only Heav'n thou art — 
| 9 I feel thee in my Heart 


The Chan . From the Coma. 


JESU, whoſe:Glory! O 8 1 
Though duteous to thy high ed 
Not Seraphs view with open Face, "I 
But veil'd before thy Preſence ſtand : 17 
How ſhall weak Eyes of Fleſh, weights down/ 
With Sin, and fink with Error's Night, 
Dare to behold thy awful. T' brone, n 
Or view thy unapproached Light 


_ 2. Reſtoro 
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2. Reſtore my Sight I let thy! free Grace: 
An Entrance to the * The 

Open my Eyes of Faith thy Face * 5 
So ſhall I ſee; yet feeing liue. 1 

Thy golden Scepter from above 

| EE fee my whole Heart I bow: 
Say to my Soul, Thou art my Love, ö 

My cholen midit den thouſand! Thou.” 


3. O Jeſu, full of Grace ! the Sig hs 
Of a-fick-Heart- with Pity view x RET 
Hark how my Mis'ry ſpeaks ; and cries, 
; Mercy, thou God of Mercy, ſhew ! 
I know thau canſt not but be good! / 
Ho ſnouldſt thou, Lord, thy Grace reſtrain? 
Thou, Lord, whoſe Blood fo * flow” d 
Poor EC 7 ＋ 


2 ff 


4. Into thy: Hands I. fal, *, 
And with the 1 of Faith Labs! 
O King of Glory, hear my Call! 
O raiſe me, heal me by thy Grace! 
Now Righteous through thy mund 1 ame 
No Condemnation now I dread: | 
I taſte Salvation in thy Name, 
Alive in thee my living Head ! 


5. Still let thy Wiſdom. be my Guide, 
Nor take thy Light from me away : 
Still with me let my Grace abide, 
That I from _ may never tray. 
Let thy Word richly in me dwell; 
2 Peace and Love my Portion be, 
oe t'endure, and do thy Will, 
Th perfect I am found in thee |. 


6, Arm 
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6. Armome) with thy! whole Armour, Lord, 
Support my Mralneß with thy Might: 
Gird on my Thigh tliy n nνðç²vning Sword, 
And ſhield me in tha — Fight. 
From Faith to Faith, from Grace to Grace,”! 
Sa in thy Strength mall I G en e 
Till Heav 'n and Earth flee. from thy Face, VA 
And Glory1end: What, Grace begun. 


* . * — ., * - 
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Ather of Minies,. God Abo or 
Whoſe Bowels of Compaſſion move 


To ſinful Wotms, Whoſe Arms ee + 
8 ſtrain to hold a ſtruggling Race; 
TDI yo met ole 3 1 0 
2. With eme ſtill let thy. Spirit ſtrive/, 
Have Patience till my Heart 1 gives 2, 17 WOW — 
Aſſiſt me to obey, thy Call. 
And * me Pow! r to pay thee all. E Hat 1 


ww 7 434 


3. If. now my Nature's Weight I fool, 
And groan to render up my Will, 
Not long the kind Relentings ſay, 
The Morning Vapour Heets __—_ 


4. A Monſter to myſelf I am, 
Aſham' d to feel no deeper Shame, 
Pain'd that my Pain ſo ſoon i is Oer, 
And griey'd that I can grieve no more. 
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5. O'whothall ſave the Nan ol Sin? 5 
When, when ſhall end this War within? 
How ſhall my captive Soul break thro” ?? 
Who ſhall mie my Reſcue, who ? 


6. A Wretch Gran Sin and Death ſet Ges 2 
Anſwer, O anſwer, Chriſt, for me, 
The Grace of an atoning 10 
„The VINE of 'a Saviour's Blood. 


{ 


"P EIFS N a 
Chriſt ib Friend of Sinners. 


WH dall my wond'ring Soul begin! I 
How ſhall I All to Heav'n aſpire? 
A Slave redeem'd from Death and Sin, 
A Brand pluck'd from Eternal Fire, 
How ſhall I equal Triumphs raiſe, 
And ſing my eat Deliverer's Praiſe ! 


2. O how hall” IJ the Goodneſs tell, | 
Father, which thou to me haſt ſhow'd,' 
That I, a Child of Wrath, and Hell, 
I ſhould be calPd a Child of God: 1 


Should know, ſhould feel my Sins bee Ny. 
Bleſt with Uus Antepaſt of Heav n 


3. And ſhall I. giebt my Father's Love, 
Or baſely fear his Gifts to 41 e 

Unmindful of his Favours prove? 
Shall the hallow'd Croſs to ſhun  * 

Refuſe his Righteoufneſs t'impart 

& hiding it within my Heart! 


iS 38, 
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4. No 


60 Hruns and Sacred Porms., 
4. No- though the Antient Dragon rage 
And call forth all his Hoſts to War, 
Though Earth's {elf-righteous Sons engage; 
Them, and their God alike dare: 
| Jeſus the Sinner's Friend proclaim, 


| Ore 0 een eee | 
5. Outcaſts of Men, to You I call. 


| 
| 
. 
ö 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Harlots and Publicans, and Thieves 
| He ſpreads his Arms t' embrace you all; 
Sinners alone his Grace receives : 
No Need of him the Righteous have, 
He came the Loſt to ſeek and fave ! 
6, Come all ye Magdalens in Luft, 
1 Ye Ruffans fell i Murders old; : 
| Repent, and live; deſpair and truſt! 
1 Jeſus for you to Death was fold; 
Though Hell proteſt, and Earth repine, 
He died for Crimes like Yours—--and Mine. 


7. Come O my guilty Brethren come, 
 Groaning beneath your Load of Sin ! 
His bleeding Heart ſhall make you room, 
His open Side ſhall take you in: | 
He calls you Now, invites you home——— . 
Come, O my guilty Brethren come 
8. For you the purple Current flow'd 
In Pardons from his wounded Side: 
Languiſh'd for you th'Eternal God, 
For you the Prince of Glory dy'd : 
Believe; and all your Guilt's forgiv'n, 


* —— 
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On the Converſion of a Common Harlot, 
Lok xv. 10. 


7 bere is Foy in the Preſence of the An- 
gels of God over one Sinner that re- 
penteth. 


* G ye Heav'ns, and Earth rejoice, 
Make to God a chearful Noiſe, 
He the Work alone hath done, : 1 
He hath glorify'd his Son. | 


2. Sons of God exulting ae, 
Join the Triumph of the Skies, 
dee the Prodigal is come, 
Shout to bear the Wand ter home l 


3. Kirive | in Joy with Angell five, 
Dead ſhe was, but now's alive! 
Loud repeat the glorious Sound, 
Loſt She was, but now is found 1 


4. This chroug h Ages all along, 
This be ſtill the Joyous — 
Wide diffus'd o'er hy Sv abroad, 
Muſick in the Ears of God. 
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5. Reſcu'd from the Fowler's Snare, 
Jeſus ſpreads his Arms for her, 
Jeſu's Arms her ſacred Fene:( œ— _. 
Come, ye F iends, and pluck her thence! 


6. Thence ſhe never ſhall remove, 
Safe in his redeeming Love : 
This the Purchaſe of his Groans ! 
This the Soul he died for once! 


7. Now the gracious Father miles, 
dive the Saviour boaſts his Spc ile; 
Now the Spirit grieves no more: 
Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth adore! 

Hallelujah ! 


Rom. iv. f. 


To him that POTTY not, but beheveth 


on- him that Juſt rfieth the Ungodly, his 
Fai 0 is counted or Ni rc. 


ORD, if to me t ne hath giv'n, 
A ſpark of Life, a Ar of Heav'n, 

The Goſpel-pearl, the Woman's Seed, 

The Bruiſer of the Serpent s Head ; 


2. Why Nleeps my Principle Dine! ? 

Why haſtens not my ſpark to ſhine? | 
The Saviour in my Heart to move, 
Anda all 2 — to flame with Love? 
ARIA.” 3. Buried, 
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3. Buried, o'erwhelm'd, and loſt in Sin, 
And ſeemingly extinct within, 
Th' immortal Seed unactive lies, 
The Heav'nly Adam ſinks and dies: 


4. Dies, and revives the Dying Flame. 
cat down, but not deftroy'd I am “ 
'Midft thouſand Luſts I Rl | reſpire, | | 
And tremble, unconſum'd i in Fi ire. 


5. Suffer'd SPY to want m 
To groan beneath my: Nature's La,” 
That all may own, that all may \ 1 ba#. 
Th!/Ungodly juftify'd in Me. mn 1% tub 


Ac rs i. r 


Wait for the Promi iſe f the Rule 
whicb ve have beard W me. 


Aviour of ben, l long ſhall I 
Forgotten at thy Footftool lie! 
Waſh'd in the Fountain of thy Blood, 

* groaning ſtill to be e 


2. A Miracle of Grace and Sin, 
Pardon'd, yet ſtill, alas! unclean ! 
Thy Righteouſneſs i is counted Mine : 
When will it in my Nature ſhine ? 


G 2 3. Dark- 


64 Hyunxs and Sacnzp ee 
3. Darkſome I ſtill remain and o 
** painfully unlike my God. 
Till thou diffuſe a brighter R 
And turn the 9 ring into 


7. 


4. Why  didft thou the Gl Gift impart, 
And frinkle with thy Blood my, Heart, 
But that my ſorinkled Heart might ane. 

The Life 2 Liberty of Love? 


| 5 5. Wh didſt thou bid my bee caaky 
= And ſweetly jane”; Soul with Peace, 


But that my Soul might know 
The Joys W from Believing flow ? 


fa 


6. See then thy ranſom'd Servant ſee, 
I hunger, Lord, I thirſt for thee! 
Feed me with Love, thy Spirit give, 
1 alp, in him, in thee to live. 


7. The promis Comforter impart, 
Open the Fountain in my Heart; 
There let him flow with ſpringing Joys. 
And into Life Eternal riſe, 


g. There let him ever, ever dwell, 
The Pledge, the Witneſs, and the Seal; 
Pll glory then in Sin Forgiv'n, 

In Chriſt my Lite, my Love, my Hens n! 
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Hymn of Thankliving to the 1 855 


THEE O my God and Kine, 
Father, Thee I ſing! 

Hear well — the joyous Sound, 

Praiſe from Earth and Heav'n receive ; 

Loſt, I now in Chriſt am found, 

Dead, by Faith in Chriſt I live. 


2, Father, behold thy Son, i WP os 
In Chriſt I am thy own: . 
Stranger long to thee and Reſt, 
See the Prodigal is come: 
Open wide thine Arms and _ 
Take the weary Wand' rer home. 


3. Thine Eye-obferv'd. from far, 

Thy Pity Look'd me near: 
Me thy Bowels yearn'd to ſee, 7 Jag 
- Me thy Mercy. ran to find, i 
Empty, poor, and void of 4 | „ 

Hungry, ſick, and faint, and blind. 


4. Thou on my Neck didſt fall, Ja 
Thy Kiss forgave me al! 

Still che gracious Words I hear, a 
Words that made the _ mine,, 

Haſte for him the Robe prepare 


_ Us be Righteolnels Divine | e! Fr 
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Os runs nino Por us. 
5. Thee then, my God and yy" | 
thee 


| Hear well-pleas'd the joyous Sound, 
Praiſe 1 Earth Zar Heav'n receive; ; 

Loft, I now in Chriſt am found, 
Dead, by Faith in Chriſt I live. | 


Hymn = the Son. i 
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F ilial Deity | . 
| Accept m pwn, Daren & E 
O Ke ret . 
Saviour, and be ſatisfſy d; 
Take me now, poſſeſs me whole, 
9 for ne baft dy d NE 


2. Of Lie thou art che Tree, lte 
My Immortalit) © 
Feed this tender Branch of thine, | 
Ceaſeleſs Influence derive, . 
Thou the true, the heav*nly Vine, 
d eee (9907 ee 


3 Of ee 

know I feel it now 

Faint and dead no more 1 draop: 

. 5 — i: 

Ev'ry Moment; al 
n Life Eternal Tf — 


I Y 


. 1 3 
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4. Thou; 


4. Thou the good 3 
From thee I neter ſhall part 5 
Thou my Keeper and my Guide, 
Make me ſtill thy —. Care, 
Gently lead me by thy Side, 
en in thy Boſom bear. 


8 Thou art my daily Bread; 
8 Head: 
Motion, Virtue, Strength to me, 
Me, thy living Member flow ; 
Nouriſh'd I, and, fed by thee, 


Up-to Thee in all things grow. 


6. Prophet, 
Thy 7. ather⸗ 175 1 Win. 
Never Mortal ipake like thee, 
Human Prophet like Divine; 
Loud and ſtrong their Voſces be, 
Small and ſtill and inward thine !. 


7. On thee, my Prieſt, I all, 
Thy Blood aton'd for all. 
Still the Lamb as ſlain appears, 
Still thou ſtandſt before the D 
Ever off ring up thy Pray'rs, 
Theſe preventing with oy own, - | 


8. Jeſu ! thou art my King, 


From thee my Strength I bring ! 1 


Shadow d by: thy mighty Hand, 
Saviour, who ſhall pluck me thenes 7 
Faith fupports, by Faith I ſtand 


Strong #8 thy Oe? i 


4 3 
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9. O Filjal: Deity, 

Accept my New · born 1 
See the Travail of thy Soul, . 

Saviour, and be (dsh d; 


Take me now, poſſeſs me wy It L ls af 


Who for me, for ne halt cr. 


Hymn 7 the. Holy we; 


EAR, Holy Spirit, hear, 
My inward Comforter ! ' 
Loos'd by thee my ſtamm'ring Na. 
Firſt eſſays to praiſe thee now, | 
This the new, the Joyful Song, 
Hear i it in * TIT mk oh 


2. Long o'er my. Formlef Soul... 

I be dreary Waves did roll; 
Void I hay, and funk in Night: 
Thou, the overſhadowing Dove, 
_ CalPdft the Chaos into Light, | 
Badr me mw and . and love. 


"hou i in m Heart doſt dwell: 
Ther Thou bear'ſt thy Witneſs cee, 
Shed'ſt the Love of God abroad; ; 
I in Chriſt a Creature new,  _ 
I, ev'n I, am born of God 


þ 1 


Y 


Hamas. aud: Sacn np. Po 2 


4. Ere yet the Time uns come 
To fix in me thy Home, 
TVith me oft thou didſt reſide; 
Now, my God, thou in me art! 
Here thou * ſhalt abide ; 
One we are, no more to part. 


5. Fruit of the Saviour's Pray'r, 
My promis'd Comforter | 

Thee the World cannot receive, 
Thee they neither know nor ſee, 

Dead i is all the Life they live, JOIN 
Dark their Light, while void of — | 


6. Vet 1 1 ee 1 
Throu a . A 


Mine the Gifts thou e 
1 ve, 


Mine the Unction 
Light, and Life, "2nd Joy, 4 2 Love. 


Pardon written on my 


7 Thuy Gifts, yu Paraclete, 

glory to repea 

Sweet 2 of * 'T am, 
Pardon to my Soul apply'd, 

Int'reſt in the ſpotleſs Lamb; 
Dead for All, for me he dy'd. 


8. Thou art thyſelf the Seal; 

I more than Pardon feel, 
Peace, unutterable Peace, | 

Joy that Ages ne er can move 
Faith's, Aſſurance, Hope's Tnereaſe, | 

All * Confidence of Love 


70 Hymns! and Sac RED PoE Ms. 
i; Pledge of »the Promiſe giv *. ö 
Antepaſt of Heav n; 
e thou of Joys Divine, 
Joys Divine on Nie beſtow'd, ch 
Heav*n and Chriſt, and Allis m Of 
All the Pleniude of God on vi vw on 


10. Thou art my Imrard Guide, 
I ask no Help beſide: | 
Arm of God, 2 Thee 1 cal, 
Weak as Helpleſs Infancy ! 
Weak I am---yet cannot fall 


Stay'd by. Faith, and led by thee K 


11. Hear, Holy Spirit bear, 
My inward Comforter 
Loos d by thee my ftamm'ring Tongue 
Firſt eſſays to praiſe thee now; | 
This the new, the Joyful Song, 
Hear it in in thy Temple _ ag 
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Praiſe, From Herbert, 


0 King of Gary, "0; of "RB 
Thee onl Y will I love: 
0 


Thee, that my Love may never 3 
Inceſſant will I move! 


2. For thou haſt granted my Requeſt, Eh 
For thou my Cries haſt heard, 
Mark'd all the Workings of my, Breaſt, 
And haſt in Mercy par d. þ 


85. 
«* 


*. $5 * 
28 ble 3 Wherefore 
1 * 


Hymns and SaeRID Por us. 71 
Wherefore with all my e and Art, 
_ Thy Mercy 's Praiſe I fing 4 
To thee the Tribute of my * 1 of 
My Soul, my All I bring. 


4. What though my Sins . me cry'd 4 
Thou didſt the Sinner ſpare: 

In vain th'Accuſer ſtill reply'd, 

For Love had charm'd thy. Ear. 


; M 


5. Thee ſev'n whole Days, not one in ſey? 9. 
Unweary'd will I praiſe, 1 49h01] 
And in my Heart, a little Heav'n, 
Thy Throne triumphant raiſe. 


b. Soften'd and vanquiſh'd by my Tears, 
Thou couldſt no more 1 | 

But when ſtern Juſtice, Dun for F cars, 

Diſarm'd her lifted Hand. 


7. Small is it in this humble fort 
Thy Mercy's Pow'r to raiſe: 
For ev'n Eternity's too ſhort 
To utter all thy Praiſe, 


7. — n 


The 52 From the ſame. 


Hen frſt hy gracious Eye 8 ſurvey, 
W Ev'n in the midſt of Youth and Night, 


Mark'd me, where ſunk in Sin I lay ; 
K. felt a ſtrange unknown Delight, 


* 1 "4 o * * d £ &S «+ >a , 2. I 


42 Hvubs and Saensp Peru. 
2. | ſeem'd in all my Pow rs renew d 

By the Divine Phyſician's Art, 
so ſwift the healing Look bedew'd, 
Embalm'd, o'er-ran, and 'fill'd my Heart. 


3. Since then I many a bitter Storm 
Have felt, and feeling ſure had dy'd, 

Had the malicious fatal Harm | 
Roll'd on its unmoleſted Tide: 


4. But working ſtil; within my Soul, 
Thy ſweet Orig'nal Joy remain'd ; 

Thy Love did all my Griefs controul, 

Thy Love the Vict'ty more than gain'd. 


5. If the firſt Glance, but open'd now 
And now feaPd up, fo pow'rful prove, 
What wond'rous Tranſports ſhall we know 
When glorying in thy full-ey'd Love 


6. When thou ſhalt look us out of Pain, 
And raiſe us to thy Bliſsful Sight, 
With open Face ſtrong to ſuſtain 
The Blaze of thy unclouded Light 


_ — 
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| Defring to praiſe wworthily. 
From the German. 


ff Onarch of All, with lowly Fear | 
To whom Heaven's Hoſts their Voices raiſe, 


Ev'n Earth and Duſt thy Bounties ſhare : 
Let Earth and Duſt attempt thy Praiſe. 
3. Before 


bd roos hnud 
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2. Before thy Face, O Lord moſt High, 
Sinks all created Glory down- 
Yet be not wWroth with me, that! 
Vile Worm, draw near thy awful Throne. 


3. Of al Thoy the Pe art, 
Of all things Thou alone the End: 
On thee ſtill fix my ſtedfaſt Heart, 
To thee let all my. Actions tend. 


4. Thou, Lord, art Light: Thy Native Ray 
No Shade, no Variation knows : 
On my dark Soul (Ve Clouds away) 
The Brightneſs of thy Face diſcloſe. 


5. Thou, Lord, art Love: from the pure Love 
Flows forth in anexhauſted Streams; 
Let me its quickning Influence prove, 


Fill my whole Heart with Sacred F lames. 


6. Thou, Lord, art Good, and Thou alone : 
With eager Hope, with warm Deſire, 
Thee may I ftill my Portion own, 
To thee in ev'ry Te aſpire. 


7. So ſhall my ev'ry Power to thee 
In Love, Thanks, Praiſe inceſſant riſe, 
Yea my whole Soul and Fleſh ſhall be 
One Holy, Living Sacrifice, 


8. Lord God of Armies, ceaſeleſs Praiſe 
In Heaven thy Throne to Thee is givin; _ 
Here as in Heaven thy Name we raiſe, | 
For where my Preſence ſhines, is Heav'n. 


4 


H Free 
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Free Grace. | 


ND can it be, that I ſhould gain 
An Int'reft in the Saviour's Blood! 
Dy'd he for me?---who caus'd his Pain! 
For me? ho him to Death purſu'd. 
Amazing Love ! how can it be 


That thou my God ſhouldſt die for me ? 


. *Tis Myſt'ry all ! th Immortal dies! 
© Who can 3 his ſtrange Deſign ? 
In vain the firſt-born Seraph tries 

To ſound the Depths of Love Divine: 
"Tis Mercy all ! let Earth adore; 
Let Angel Minds enquire no more. 


> 


He left his Father O ua above, 
hr free, ſo infinite his Grace !) 
Empty'd himſelf of All but Love, 


Ant, bled for Adam's helpleſs Race : 2, 
*Tis Mercy all, immenſe and free! 


For, O wy God ! it found out me! A 


4 Long my impriſon d Spirit lay, 
Faſt bound in Sin and Nature's Night: 3 
Thine Eye diffus'd a quickning Ray; 

I woke; the Dungeon flam'd with Light; A; 
My Chains fell off, my Heart was free, / 
. roſe, went forth, and follow'd thee. . 


: 5. Stil 


J 
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5. Still the ſmall inward Voice I hear, 
That whiſpers all my Sins forgiv'n ; 

Still the atoning Blood is near, | 
That quench'd the Wrath of hoſtile Heav'n: 

I feel the Life his Wounds impart ; 

I feel my Saviour in my Heart. 


b. No Condemnation now I dread, _ 
Jeſus, and all in him, is mine: 

Alive in him, my living Head, A 
And cloath'd in Ri ohteouſnebs Divine, 

Bold I approach ch Eternal Throne, 


And claim the EY —_— Chriſt my own, 


The Call, From Herbert. 


6 O my Way, my Truth, my Lie! 1 
A Way that gives us Breath, 

A Truth hint ends its Foliower's Strife, 
A Lite that men Death! 58 


2, 'Come, 0 my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength 
A Light that ſhews a Feaſt ; 

A Feaſt that till improves by Length, 
A Strength. that makes the Guelt ! 


3. Come, O my Joy, my Loves! my Heart ! 
A Joy that none can move ;- 
A Love that none can ever part, 


A Heart that Joys in Love ! 


H 2 True 


. 
— ——— U—ñ4ũ—— —ſ — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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True Frule, 


WW HEN fiſt my feeble Vette edi d, 
Of heav'nly 125 to ſing, 
Fancy was ſummon'd to my Aid 

Her choicell Stores to bring. 


* With ſtudy'd Words 4 riſing Thought 
I deck'd, with niceſt Art, 

And ſhining Metaphors T fought 
To burniſh ev'ry Part. 


'S Thoufarids of Notions ſwift did run; 
And fill'd my lab'ring Head; 


] blotted oft? what I begun. 


This was to flat, that dead. 


4. To cath the Sun, no Dres too * 


I thought, no Words too gay, 
. Much leſs the Realms that glorious ſhine 
In one Eternal Day. | 


[ Mean while I whiſpring heard a * riend, 
1 Why all this vain Pretence ?- 
Love has a Sweetneſs ready penn'd, 


MN Take DR and ſave n 


3 
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The Dialogue. From the ſame. 


AVIOUR, if Thy precious Love 
Could be merited by mine, 
Faith theſe Mountains would remove ; 
Faith would make me ever thine . 
But when all my Care and Pains, 
Worth can ne'er create in Me, 

Nought by me thy Fulneſs gains ; 
Vain the Hope to purchaſe thee. 


2. C. Ceaſe, my Child, thy Worth to weigh, 


Give the needleſs Conteſt o'cr : 
Mine thou art ! while thus I ſay, 

Yield thee up, and ask no more. 
What thy Eſtimate may be, 

Only can by him be told, 
Who to ranſom wretched thee, © 
Thee to gain, himſelf was fold: 


3- S. But when all in. me is Sin, 
How can I thy Grace obtain? 
How preſume Thy ſelf to win? 


; * 1 . 


God of Love, the Doubt explain 


Or if thou the Means ſupply, 
Lo! to thee I All reſign! " 
Make me, Lord, (I ask not why,. 
mm 
RES 


0 8 "I MN 
* 1 
5 


78 Hruxs and SACRED Por us. 
4. C. This I would- That humbly ſtill 
Thou ſubmit to my 3 
_ Gladly ſubjecting thy Will, 
Meekly copying after Me : 
That as f did leave my Throne ; 
Freely from my Glory part; 
Die, to make thy Heart my own 
s Ah no more thou breakꝰ ſt oy Heart ! 


Sabjeftion to to Chriſt Nes te 8 


ESU, to thiew 510 Mert 1 bow, 
Strange Flames far from my Soul remove ; ; 


Faireſt among ten thouſand thou, 


Be thou my Lord, my Life, my Love. 


2 All Heav*n*thou fIPR with pure Defire ; 5 

O dine upon my frozen Net | 
With ſacred Warmth my Heart inſpire, 
May I too thy hid, Strectnels taſte. 


3. I fee thy Garments roll'd in Blood, 
Thy ſtreaming Head, thy Hands, thy Side: 
All hail, thou Suff ring, conquering Godt: = 

No Man * live, for” God hath dy'd: | 


4. Okilli in me this Rebel Sin, | 
And triumph o'er my willing Breaſt : 

Reſtore thy Image, Lord, therein, 

And lead me to BY Father's Reit. 


. 3. Ye 


ea 
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5. Ye earthly Loves, bs far -w! 1 
Saviour, be thou my Love alone; l 
No more may mine uſurp the , 

Hut in me thy great Will be done ! 


6. Vea Thobltple Witness, ſpotleſs Lainb, 
All Things for thee I count but Loſs; 5 

My ſole Delite, my conſtant Am, 50 
My * Gs: "he thy Cos! N 


Renouncing all for Chriſt, From the 


O ME, Savwur Jeſu, from above, 
Aſſiſt me with thy Heav'nly Grace, 
Withdraw my Heart from "oo de Love, 
And for Tiyfel prepare the Place. ä 


2. O let thy ſacred Preſence fill 

And ſet my longing Spirit free, 
Which pants to have no other Will, 

But Night. and Day to feaſt on thee, 


3. While in theſe Regions here below, 
No other Good will I purſue; 

IN bid this "World of Noile and Show 
With all it's flatt'ring Snares adieu. 


4. That Path with humble Speed PIt feek 
Wherein my Saviour's Footſteps 8, 
Nor will 1 hear, nor will T ſpeak ) 

* Love tian hne. 


1 85 5. To 


|, 
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5. To thee my earneſt Soul aſpires, 
Keep me from falſe and vain Deſires, _ 

My God, my Saviour, and my. Spouſe, | 


6. Henceforth may no profane Delight 

Divide this conſecrated Soul; | 
Poſſeſs it Thou,  who- haſt the Right, 
As Lord and Maſter of the whole. 


7. Wealth, Honour, Pleaſure, or what elſe 
This ſhort enduring World can give, 
Tempt as you will, my Heart repels, 
To Chriſt alone reſfolv'd to live. 


8. Thee I can love, and thee alone, 

With holy Peace and inward Bliſs ; 

To find thou tak'ſt me for thine ow, 
O what a Happineſs is this! : 


9. Nor Heav'n, nor Earth do I deſire 
But thy pure Love within my Breaft, 
This, this I always will require. 
And freely give up all the reſt. | 
ro. Thy Gifts, if call'd for, IJ reſign, 
Pleas'd to receive, pleas'd to reſtore; 
Gifts are thy Work ; it ſhall be mine 
The Giver only to adore. . 


| 
&%. x 
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The Invitation. From Herbert. 


YOME hithes anz whoſe, grov'ling Taſte 
Inflaves your Souls, and lays them waſte; 


Save 


* 4 


i 


Hymns and Sach ED Pon us. 81 
Save your Expence, and mend your Cheer: 
Here God himſelf's prepar'd and dreſt, 
Himſelf vouchfafes to be your Feaſt, 

In whom alone all Dainties are. hos: 


5 Come hither All, whom tempting Wine 
Bows to your F tber Belial's Shrine, 

Sin all your Boaſt, and Senſe your God: 
Weep now for what you've drank amiſs, 
And loſe your Taſte for ſenſual Bliſs _— 

By drinking here-your Saviour's Blood. 


3. Come hither All, whom ſearching Pain, 
Whom Conſcienee's og Cries a N 
Producing all yeur Sins to view:  Y R. 
Taſte; d Gand you r guilty Fear, 
O taſte and ſee that 800 is bere 
To heal your Souls and Sin ſubdue. 


4 come hither All, whom careleſs Joy 
Boes with alluring Force N 
While looſe ye range beyond your Bounds: 

True Joy is here, that paſſes quite, 
And all your tranſient mean light 
 Drowns, as a Flood, the lower Grounds: 


5. Come hither All, whoſe Idol-Love, 
While fond the pleafing Pain ye prove, 
Raiſes your fooliſh Raptures high : 
True Love is here; whoſe dying Breath 
Gave Life to us: who taſted Death, 
And taſting once no more can die. 


6. Lord, I heave: abs tant All, 
And inſtant ſtill the Gueſts ſhall call, - g 
4 * ti 
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Still ſhall I All invite to the: 
For, O my God, it ſeems but right 


In mine, thy meaneſt Servant's Sight, 
W a, chere a ſhould be! 


The Banquet. From. the ſame. 


e "PO The" 1 1 


Welcome, my God, my Saviour dear, 


O with me, In me live pie dwell 
Thine, Earthly Joy ſurpaſſes quite, 


The Depths of, thy ſupreme. Delight 


Not Angel Tongues can taſte or tell, 


2. What Streams of Sweetneſs from the Bowl 


Surprize and deluge all my Soul, 
Sweetneſs that is, and _ Divi ine ! 
Surely from, God's right Hand they flow, 


From thence deriv'd to Earth below, 


To chear us with immortal Wine. 


. Soon 45 I taſte. the Heav'nly Bread, 


What Manna o'er my Soul .is ſhed, 
Manna that Angels never knew ! 


Victorious Sweetneſs fills my Heart, 


Such as my God delights timpart, 
W to _ and 185 ſubdue. 


* 
3 
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4. I had forgot my Heav'nly Birth, 
M y Soul degen'rate clave to Earth, 
In Senſe, and Sin's baſe Pleaſure drown' d: 
When God afſum'd Humanity, 
And ſpilt kis Sacred Blood for me, 
To find me grov'ling on the Ground. 


Soon as His Love has rais'd mie up, 
fi. mingles Bleſſings in a Cup, 

And ſweetly meets m. raviſt'd Taſte: 
Joyous I now throw off my Load, 
J caſt my Sins, and Care, on God, 
And Wine becomes a Wing at laft, 


6. Upborn* on this, I mount, I 6 
Regaining ſwift my native Sky, —— . 

I wipe my ſtreaming' Eyes, and ſee 
Him, whom I ſeek, for whom I ſue, 
my God, my Saviour there I view, 

Him, who has done ſo much for me | 


15 O let thy wondrous Mercy's Praiſe 
nſpire, and conſecrate my Lays, 

And take up all my Lines, and Liſe; 
Thy Praiſe my ev'ry Breath employ : 
Be all my Buſineſs, all my Joy 


To ſtrive in this, and love the Strife ! 


R £ 2 3 — 
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| Therefore with Angels, &cc. 


ORD and God of Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Theirs—yet Oh! benignly ours, 
lorious 
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Glorious King let Earth proclaim, 
Worms attempt to 1 thy Name. 


* 2. Thee to . in Songs Divine 
Angels and Archangels join! 2 
We with them our Voices raiſe, 
Echoing thy Eternal Praiſe: 


4% Holy, Holy, Holy Leards: 
Live by Heav'n and Earth ador'd ! 


Full of thee, they ever c 
en be to ed molt Bigh 


: 8 i to. ES: on high, Kc. 


Loky be tc God on high, 

God whoſe Glory fills Tha Sky: 
Peace on Earth to . forgivin, ©” 
Man, the Well-belov'd. of Heavy” n. 


2. Soy? reign Father, Heav'nly King 
Thee we now preſume to ſing; 
Glad thine Attributes wi 
Glorious all and numberleſs. 


3. Hail ! by all thy Works ere . 


Hail | the 3 Lord!“ 
Thee with thankful Hearts we prove 


ge: of Pow! ry 5 God. of Love. . 


rif 
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4. Chriſt our Lord and God we own, 
Chriſt the Father's only Son! 
Lamb of God for Sinners ſlain, 
Saviour of offending Man! 


5. Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow, 
Hear, the World's Atonement thou! 

Jeſu, in thy Name we pray, 

Take, O take our Sins away. 


6. Pow'rful Advocate with God, 
Juſtify us by thy Blood! 
Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow, 
Hear the World's Atonement Thou! 


7. Hear; for Thou, O Chriſt alone 
With thy gracious Sire art One! 
One the Holy Ghoſt with Thee, 
| One Supreme, Eternal Three. 


11 


- 


Hymn 70 Chriſt. Altered from Dr. 
Hickes's Reform'd Devotions, 


ESU, behold the Wiſe from far 
Led to thy Cradle by a Star, 
Bring Gifts to Thee their God and King ! 
O guide us by thy Light, that we 
The Way may find, and ſtill to Thee | 
Our Hearts, our All for Tribute bring, 


I | 2, Jeſu, 
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2. Jeſu, the pure, the ſpotleſs Lamb, 

Who to the Temple humbly came 
Duteous the Legal Rights to pay : 

O make our proud, our ſtubborn Will 

All thy wiſe, gracious Laws fulfil, 

Wphate'er rebellious Nature ſay. 


. Jeſu, who on the fatal Wood 
oured'ſt out thy Life's laſt Drop of Blood, 
Nail'd to th'accurſed ſhameful Croſs : 
O may we bleſs thy Love, and be 
Ready, dear Lord, to bear for Thee 
| All Shame, all Grief, all Pain, all Loſs. 


4. Jeſu, who by thine own Love ſlain, 
| By thine own Pow'r took'ſt Life again, 
And Conqueror from the Grave didit riſe: 
O may thy Death our Souls revive, 
And ev'n on Earth a New Life-give, 
A glorious Life that never dies, 


5. Jeſu, who to thy Heav*n again 4 
Return'dſt in Triumph, there to reign | 
Of Men and Angels Sov'reign King : 


O may our parting Souls take Flight O 
Up to that Land of Joy and Light, 
And there for ever grateful ſing, 


6. All Glory to the ſacred Three, 
One undivided , Deity, 
All Honour, Pow'r, and Love _ Praiſe; 2 
Still may thy bleſſed Name ſhine bright 
In Beams of uncreated Light, 
Crown'd with its own eternal Rays. 
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On the Crucifxion. 


Ehold the Saviour of Mankind 
Nail'd to the ſhameful Tree 
How vaſt the Love that him inclin'd 


To bleed and die for Thee 


2. Hark how he groans! while Nature ſhakes, 
And Earth's ſtrong Pillars bend ! 

The Temple's Veil in ſunder breaks, 
The ſolid Marbles rend. 


3. Tis done ! the precious Ranſom's paid 
Receive my Soul, he cries ; 

See where he bows his ſacred Head! 
He bows his Head and dies! 


4. But ſoon he'll break Death's envious Chain, 
And in full Glory ſhine ! 

O Lamb of God, was ever Pain, 
Was ever Love like T hine ! 


Part of the lxiii Chapter of Ifaiah, 
Altered from Mr. Norris, 


O common Viſion this I ſee 
In more than human Majeſty ! | 
I'S Who 
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Who is this mighty Hero, who, 
With glorious Terror on his Brow ? 
His deep dy*d Crimſon Robes outvie 
The Bluſhes of the Morning Sky : 
Lo, how triumphant he appears 
And Vict'ry in his Viſage bears! 


2. How ſtrong, how ſtately does he go ! 
Pompous and ſolemn in his Pace, 
Ard full of Majeſty his Face, 
Who is this mighty Hero, who ? 
*Tis I, who to my Promiſe ſtand : 
I, who Sin, Death, Hell, and the Grave 
Have foil'd with this all- conqu'ring Hand: 
*T'is I, the Lord mighty to fave, 


3. Why wear'ſt thou then this Crimſon Dye; W - 
Say, Thou all-conquering Hero, why ? 
Why do thy Garments look all red 
Like them that in the Wine Fat tread ? 
The Wine-preſs I alone have trod, 
That pond'rous Maſs I ply'd alone: 
And with me to aſſiſt was none: 

A Task, worthy the Son of God! 


4. Angels ſtood trembling at the Sight, 
Inrag'd I put forth all my Might, 
And down the Engine preſt; the Force 
Put frighted Nature out of Courſe ; 
The Blood guſh'd out, and chequer'd o'er 
My Garments with its deepeſt Gore: 
With glorious Stains bedeck'd I ſtood, 
And writ my Victory in Blood, 


5. The Day, the ſignal Day is come 
Vengeance of all my Foes to take; 


Th 
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The Day, when Death ſhall have its Doom, 
And the dark Kingdom's Pow'rs ſhall ſhake. 
I look*d, who to aſſiſt ſtood by: 

Trembled Heav'n's Hoſts nor ventur'd nigh : 
Ev'n to my Father did I look 

In Pain: My Father me forſook ! 


6. A while amaz'd I was to ſee 
None to uphold or comfort me: 

Then aroſe in Might array'd, 

And call'd my Fury to my Aid; 

My ſingle Arm the Battle won, 

| And ſtrait th*acclaiming Hoſts above 
Hymn'd, in new Songs of Joy and Love, 
| Fehovah and his conquering Son. 


. — — — 


The Magnificat. 


M* Soul extols the mighty Lord, 
In God the Saviour joys my Heart: 


Thou haſt not my low State abhorr'd; 
Now know I, T hou my Saviour art. 


2. Sorrow and Sighs are fled away, 
Peace now I feel, and Joy and Reſt : 

Renew'd I hail the Feſtal Day, 
Henceforth by endleſs Ages bleſt. 


3. Great are the Things which Thou has done 
How holy is thy Name, O Lord! 
How wondrous is thy Mercy ſhewn 


To all that tremble at thy Word ! | 
J 
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4. Thy conqu'ring Arm with Terror crown'd, 
Appear'd the Humble to ſuſtain : 

And all the Sons of Pride have found 

Their boaſted Wiſdom, void and vain. 


5. The Mighty from their native Ser, 
Caſt down, Thou haſt in Darknef, bound : 
And rais'd the Worms of Earth on high, 

With Majeſty and Glory crown'd, 


6. The Rich have pin'd amidſt their Store, 
Nor &er the Way of Peace have trod; 

Mean while the hungry Souls thy Pow'r 

Fill'd with the Fulneſs of their God. 


7. Come, Saviour, come, of old decreed ! 
Faithful and true be Thou confeſt: 

By all Earth's Tribes, in Abraham's Seed, 
*Henceforth through endleſs Ages bleſt. 


Plalm XLVI. 


N God ſupreme our Hope depends, 
W hoſe omnipreſent Sight 
Ev*n to the pathleſs Realms. extends 
Of uncreated Night. 


2. Plung'd in th'Abyſs of deep Diſtreſs, 
To him we rais'd our Cry : 

His Mercy bad our Sorrows ceaſe, 

And fill'd our Tongue with Joy, 

* _ 
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3. Tho! Earth her ancient Seat forſake, 


By Pangs convulſive torn, 
Though her ſelf-balanc'd Fabrick ſhake, 


And ruin'd Nature mourn : 


4. Tho? Hills be in the Ocean loſt 
With all their trembling Load, 

No Fear ſhall e' er diſturb the Juſt, 
Or ſhake his Truſt in God. 


5. Nations remote and Realms unknown 
In vain reſiſt his Sway 

For lo] Jebouah's Voice is ſhewn, 
And Earth ſhall melt away. 


6. Let War's devouring Surges riſe 
And ſwell on ev'ry Side : 

The Lord of Hoſts our Safeguard is, 
And Jacob's God our Guide, 


Pſalm CXIII. 


* Prieſts of God, whoſe happy Days 
Are ſpent in your Creator's Praiſe, 
Still more and more his Fame expreſs ! 
Ye pious Wcrſhippers proclaim 
With Shouts of Joy his holy Name; 
Nor ſatisfy d with praiſing, bleſs. 


2, Let 
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2. Let God's high Praiſes ſtill reſound 
Bey ond old Time's too ſcanty Bound, 
And thro' eternal Ages pierce, 
From where the Sun firſt gilds the Streams 
To where he ſets with purpled Beams, 
Through all the wido-ſtrered'd Univerſe. 


3. The various Tribes of Earth obey 
Thy awful and imperial Sway ; 
| hs Earth thy ſov'reign Pow'r confines 3 . 


Above the Sun's all-chearing Light, 


Above the Stars, and far more bright 
Thy pure eſſential Glory ſhines, 


4. What Mortal form'd of fading Clay, 
What Native of eternal Day 

Can with the God of Heav' n compare ? 
Yet Angels round thy glorious Throne 


Thou ſtoop'ſt to view: Nor they alone; 


Ev'n Earth-born Men thy Goodneſs ſhare. 


5. The Poor Thou lifteſt from the Duſt; 
The Sinner, if in Thee he truſt, 
From Depths of Guilt and Shame Thou'lt 


raiſe ; 
That he, in Peace and Safety plac'd, 
With Pow'r and Love and Wiſdom grac'd, 
May ſing aloud his Saviour's Praiſe. 


Pſalm 


— 
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Pſalm CXVI. 


Thou, who when I did complain, 
Didit all my Griefs remove, 

O Saviour, do not now diſdain 

My humble Praiſe and Love. 


2. Since thou a pitying Ear didſt give, 
And hear me when I pray'd, 

Pl] call upon thee while I live, 

And never doubt thy Aid, 


3. Pale Death, with all his ghaſtly Train, 
My Soul encompaſt round, 

Anguiſh and Sin, and Dread, and Pain 
On ev'ry Side I found. 


4. To thee, O Lord of Life, I pray'd, 
And did for Succour flee: : | 

O ſave (in my Diſtreſs I ſaid) 
The Soul that truſts in Thee! 


5 How good thou art! How large thy Grace! 
How eaſy to forgive | 

The helpleſs thou delight to raiſe : 
And by thy Love I live. 


6. Then, O my Soul, be never more 
With anxious Thoughts diſtreſt, 
God's bounteous Love doth thee reſtore 
To Eaſe and Joy and Reſt. | 
7. My 
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7. My Eyes no longer drown'd in Tears, 

My Feet from falling free, 

Redeem'd from Death, and guilty Fears 
O Lord, I'll live to thee ! 


Plalm CXVIL 


E Nations, who the Globe divide, 
Ye num'rous Nations ſcatter'd wide, 
To God your grateful Voices raiſe ; 
To all his 1 Mercy's ſhown, 
His Truth to endleſs Ages known | 
Require our endleſs Love and Praiſe, 


2. To him who reigns enthron'd on high, 
To his dear Son, who deign'd to die 
Our Guilt and Errors to remove ; 
To that bleſt Spirit who Grace imparts, \ 
W ho rules in all Believing Hearts, 
Be ceaſeleſs Glory, Praiſe, and Love ! 


- Truſt in Providence. From the German. 


Swe thou all thy Griefs 

And Ways into his Hands ; 

To his ſure Truth and tender Care, TP 
Who Earth and Heav'n * 2 
| 2. Who 
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2. Who points the Clouds their Courſe, 
Whom Winds and Seas obey ; 

He ſhall dire& thy wandring Feet, 
He ſhall prepare thy Way, 


3. Thou on the Lord rely, 
So fafe ſhalt thou go on; 
Fix on his Work thy ftedfaſt Eye, 
So ſhall Thy Work be done. 


4. No Profit canſt thou gain 
By ſelf-conſuming Care; 

To him commend thy Cauſe ; his Ear 
Attends the ſofteſt Pray'r. 


5, Thy everlaſting Truth, 
Father, thy ceaſeleſs Love 

Sees all thy Children's Wants, and knows 
What beſt for each will prove. 


6. And whatſoe'er thou will ſt, 

Thou doſt, O King of Kings; 
What thy unerring Wiſdom choſe 

Thy 3 to Being brings. 


7. Thou ev'ry where haſt Way, 
And all things ſerve thy Might; 
Thy ev'ry Act pure Blefling is, 
Thy Path unfully'd Light. 


8. When Thou ariſeſt, Lord, 

What ſhall thy Work withſtand ? 
When all thy Children want Thou giv'ſt, 
Who, who ſhall ſtay thy Hand? 


9. Give to the Winds thy Fears ; 


Hope, and be undiſmay d; * 
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God hears thy Sighs, and counts thy Tears, 


God ſhall life up thy Head. 


10. Thro' Waves, and Clouds, and Storms 


He gently clears thy Way ; 


W ait thou his Time, ſo ſhall this Night - 


Soon end in joyous Day. 


11. Still * Is thy Heart? 
Still ſink thy Spirits down ? 


Caſt off the Weight, let Fear depart, 
And ev'ry Care be gone. 


12. What tho' thou ruleſt not? 
FPet Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell 
Proclaim, God ſitteth on the Throne, 

And ruleth all things well! 


13. Leave to his Sov'reign Sway 


'T o chooſe, and to command; 
So ſhalt thou wondring own, his Way 
How wiſe, how ſtrong his Hand. 


14. Far, far above thy Thought 
His Counſel ſhall appear, 


When fally He the Work hath wrought, 
| That caus'd thy needleſs Fear. 


15. Thou ſeeſt our Weakneſs, Lord, 
Our Hearts are known to thee ; - 
O lift Thou up the ſinking Hand, 
Confirm the feeble Knee! 


16. Let us in Life, in Death, 

Thy ſtedfaſt Truth declare, 
And publiſh with our lateſt Breath 

Thy Low and (mn Care! 


In 
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In Affliction. 


E Beam of Light Divine, 
Fountain of unexhauſted Love, 
In whom the Father's Glories ſhine, 

Thro' Earth beneath, and Heav'n above! 


* the weary Wand'rer's Reſt; 
ive me Thy ay Yoke to bear, 
With ſtedfaſt Parjetioe arm my Breaſt, 

With {ſpotleſs Love, and lowly Fear. 


3. Thankful I take the Cup from Thee, 
Prepar'd and mingled by Thy Skill : 


T ho? bitter to the Taſte it be, 
Pow rful the wounded Soul to heal. 


4. Be Thou, O Rock of Ages, nigh : 

a ſhall each murm'ring Thought be gone, 
And Grief, and Fear, and Care ſhall fly, 

As Clouds before the Mid-day Sun. 


5. Speak to my warring Paſſions, . Peace; 

855 to my trembling Heart, he ſtill: 
Thy Pow'r my Strength and Fortreſs is, 

For all things ſerve Thy Sov'reign Will, 


6. O Death, where is thy Sting? Where now 
Thy boaſted Victory, O Grave? 
Who {hall contend with God: Or Who 
Can hurt whom God Ow to fave ? , 
% | n 
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In Affliction or Pain, From the 
German, 


HOU Lamb-of God, T hou Prince of Peace, 
For Thee my thirſty Soul doth pine! 
My longing Soul implores Thy Grace, | 
O make in me Thy Likeneſs ſhine, 


2. With fraudleſs, even, humble Mind, 
Thy Will in all Things may I ſee: 
In Lovę be ev'ry Wiſh reſign'd, 
And hallow'd my whole Heart to Thee. 


3. When Pain o'er my weak Fleſh prevails, 
With Lamb-like Patience arm my Breaſt ; 

When Grief my wounded Soul aſſails, 

In lowly Meekneſs may I reſt. 


4. Cloſe by Thy Side ſtill may I keep, 
Howe'er Life's various Current flow; 

With ftedfaſt Eve mark ev'ry Step, 
And follow Thee where'er Thou go. 


5. Thou, Lord, the dreadful Fight haſt won; 
Alone Thou haſt the Wine-preſs trod: 

In me Thy ſtrengthning Grace be ſhown, 
O may I conquer through Thy Blood! 


6. So when on Sion Thou ſhalt ſtand, 
And all Heav'n's Hoſt adore their King, 
Sball I be found at Thy right Hand, 
And, free from Pain, Thy Gleries ſing. 
5 Anotber. 


1 4 — —— 
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Anoffer, From the ſame. 


AS Glory to th'Eternal Three, 

Of Light and Love th'unfathom'd Sea! 
Whoſe boundleſs Pow'r, whoſe ſaving Grace, 
Reliev'd me in my deep Diſtreſs, _ 


2. Still, Lord, from thy exhauſtlefs Store 
Pure Blefling and Salvation ſhow'r ; 
Till Earth I leave, and ſoar away 
To Regions of unclouded Day. 


3. My Heart from all Pollution clean, 
O purge it, tho' with Grief and Pain: 
To Thee lo! I my All reſign, 
Thine be my Will, my Soul be Thine, 


4. O guide me, lead me in Thy Ways: 
Tis Thine the ſinking Hand to raiſe, 
O may I ever lean on Thee : 
Tis Thine to prop the feeble Knee. 


5. O Father, ſanctify this Pain, 
Nor let one Tear be ſhed in vain ! 
Soften, yet arm my Breaſt: No Fear, 
No Wrath, but Love alone be there; 


6. O leave not, caſt me not away 
In fierce Temptation's dreadfub Day : 
Speak but the Word; inſtant ſhall ceaſe * 
The Storm, and all my Soul be Peace ! 


"_ Bleſſed 
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Bleſſed are they that mourn. 


Racious Soul! to whom are given 
IJ Holy Hung'rings after Heaven, 
Reſtleſs Breathings, earneſt Moans, 
Deep unutterable Groans, 
Agonies of ſtrong Defire, 
Love's Suppreſt unconſcious Fire 


2. Turn again to God thy Reſt, 
5 — hath pronounc'd Thee bleſt: 
umbly to Thy Jeſus turn 
Comforter of all that mourn: 
Happy Mourner, hear and ſee, 
Claim the Promiſe made to T hee. 


3. Lift to Him thy weeping Eye, 
Heav'n behind the Cloud deſcry, | 
If with Chriſt thou ſuffer here. 

When his Glory ſhall appear, 
Chriſt his ſuff ring Son ſhall own, 
Thine the Croſs, and thine the Crown. 


4. Juſt thro' Him, behold thy Way 
Shining to the perfect Day; 
Dying thus to all beneath, 
Faſhion'd to thy Saviour's Death, 
Him the Reſurrection prove, 


Rais'd to all the Life of Love. 


5, What 
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5. What if here a while thou grieve, 
God ſhall endleſs Comfort give: 
Sorrow may a Night endure, 

Joy returns as 'Day-light ſure : 
raiſe ſhall then thy Life employ, 
Sown in Tears, and reap'd in Joy. 


6. Doth thy Lord prolong His Stay? 
Mercy wills the kind Delay: 

Hides He ſtill his lovely Face? 
Lo! He waits to ſhew his Grace: 
Seems He abſent from thy Heart? 
Tis, that He may ne er depart. 


7. Gently will He lead the Weak, 
Bruiſed Reeds He ne'er will break, 
Touch'd with ſimpathizing Care, 

T hee He in his Arms ſhall bear, 
Bleſs with late, but laſting Peace,, 
Fill with all His Righteouſneſs. 


8. Could'ſt thou the Redeemer ſee; 
How His Bowels yearn on thee ! 
How He marks with pitying Eye, 
Hears his New-born Children cry, 
Bears what ev'ry Member bears, 
Groans their Groans, and weeps their Tears ! 


9. Could'ſt thou know, as thou art known, 
Jeſus would appear thy own; 

Moſt abandon'd tho” it ſeem, 

Darkly ſafe thy Soul with Him; 

Fartheſt when from God remov'd;. 

Neareſt then, and moſt belov'd.. 


os 5 ro. Feebly 
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10. Feebly then thy Hands lift up, 
Hope, amidſt deſpairing, hope : 

Stand beneath thy Load of Grief, 
Stagger not thro' Unbelief, 
Make thy own Election " 
Faithful to the End endure. 


11. God, to keep thee ſafe from Harms, 


Spreads his Everlaſting Arms, 

Fe eeds with ſecret Strength Divine, 
Waits to whiſper ** Thou art Mine!“ 
His that thou may'ſt ever be, f 

Now he hides Himſelf from thee. 


12. Meekly then perſiſt to mourn, 
Soon he will, He muſt return : 
Call on Him; He hears thy Cry: 
Soon he will, He muſt draw nigh: 
This thy Hope which nought can move, 
God is * and God is Love f 


In Temptation. 
f 74 0 = ee 


Toking underneath my Load, 

Darkly feelin — Thee, 

Let me ask, my God, my God! 
Why haſt Thou forſaken me ! 

Why, O why am I ſorgot! 

Lord 1 ſeek, but find Thee not. 


2. Still I ask, not yet receive, 
Knock at the unopen'd Door, 


Still 
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Still I ſtruggle to believe, PETIT 
© Hope, tho urg'd to hope no more. 
Bearing what I cannot bear, 


Yielding, fighting with Deſpair, 


3. Hear in Mercy my Complaint, 
Hear, and haften to my Aid, 
Help, or utterly I faint, 15 
Fails the Spirit Thou haſt made; 
Save me, or my Foe prevails, 
Save me, or Thy Promiſe fails. 


4. Struggling in the Fowler's Snare, 
Lo! I ever look to Thee: 

Tempted more than I can bear 
No, my Soul, it cannot be, 

True and faithful is the Word, 

Sure the coming of thy Lord. 


5. Come then, O my Saviour, come, 
God of Truth, no longer ſtay, 
God of Love, diſpel the Gloom, 5 | 
Point me out the promis'd Way, _ 
Let me from the Trial ly, f 
Sink into Thy Arms, and die ! 


6. Waft me to that happy Shore, 
Port of Eaſe, and End of Care; 
All Thy Storms ſhall there be o're, 
Sin ſhall never reach me there, 
Surely of my God poſſeſt, . i 
Safe in my Redeemer's Breaſt 0 | 
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In Deſertion or Temptation 


A ] my dear, Land, whoſe changeleſs Love 
To me nor Earth nor Hell can part; 


When ſhall my Feet forget to rove ? 


Ah, what ſhall fix _ utes Heart. 


2. Why do theſe Cares my Soul divide, 

0B: Thou indeed haſt ſet me free 

Why am I thus, if God hath dy'd ; 
It God hath- woe to purchaſe m me? 


3. Around me Clouds of Darkneſs roll, 
In deepeſt Night I ſtill walk on; 
Heavily moves my fainting Soul, 


My Comfort, and my God are gone. 


4. Chearleſs, ad al boom, I droop ;. 3 

7 vain I Lit my weary Eye; 
No Gleam of Light, n * of Hope 

Appears throughout the darken'd $k Sky. 


5. My feeble Knees I bend again; 
My drooping Hands again I rear: 
Vain is the Task, the Effort vain, : 


| 6. Oft with thy Saints my Voice I raiſe,. 


And ſeem to join the taſtleſs Song: 
Faintly aſcend th'imperfe& Praiſe, 


Or dies upon my thoughtleſs Tongue, 


My Heart abhors the irkſome Bay 1 


Hruns and SAcRE p Potms, 105 
To thy dread Courts I oft repair; _-/ 
By Conſcitnce-drag'd, or Cuſtom led, 

I come ; nor know that God is there! 


8. Nigh with my Lips to Thee I draw, 
Unconſcious at Thy Altar found; 
Far off my Heart: Nor touch'd with Awe, 
Nor mov'd—tho* Angels tremble round. 


9. In All I do, Myſelf J feel, 
And groan beneath the wonted Load, 
Still unrenew'd, and carnal ſtill, 
Naked of Chriſt, and void of God. 


10. Nor yet the Earthly Adam dies, 
But lives, and moves, and fights again, 

Still the fierce Guſts of Paſſion riſe, 

And rebel Nature ſtrives to reign, 


11. Fondly my foolifh Heart effays | 
T'augment the Source of Peres Bliſs, 
Love's All- ſufficient Sea to raiſe 

With Drops of Creature- Happineſs. 


12. O Love! thy Sov'reign Aid impart, 
And guard the Gifts Thyſelf haſt giv'n: 

My Portion Thou, my Treaſure art, 

And Life, and Happineſs, and Heav'n. 


13. Would ought with Thee my Wiſhes ſhare, 
| Tho? dear as Life the Idol be, 


The Idol from my Breaſt I'd tear, 
Reſolv'd to ſeek my All from Thee. 


14. Whate' er 
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14. Whate'er I fondly counted mine, 


To Thee, my Lord, I here reſtore: a 
Gladly I All for thee reſigg 
Give me Thyſelf, I ask no more! 
4 8 
| in fl 3 | ARON. ] '] 
© Juſtified, | but nr Sanctified. 
God, (if I may call Thee Mine 5 
From Heav'n and Thee remov'd fo far) 8 
Draw nigh ; Thy pitying Ear incline, 
And caſt not out my languid Pray' r,. 4 
Gently the Weak Thou lov'ſt to lead, 
Thou lov'ſt to prop the feeble Knee, p 
O break not then a bruiſed Reed, 1 
Nor quench the ſmoaking Flax in mo. 
2. Bury'd in Sin, Thy Voice I hear, 8 
And burſt the Barriers of my Tomb, K 
In all the Marks of Death appear, 1 
Forth at thy Call, tho' bound I come. F 
Give me, O give me fully, Lord, # | 
Thy Reſurrection's Pow'r to know; Þ 
Free me indeed; pronounce the Word, : 
And looſe my Bands, and let me go. 
3. Fain would I go to Thee, my God, a 
Thy Mercies, and my Wants to tell: * 
TI feel my Pardon ſcal'd in Blood; 
Saviour, Thy Love I wait to feel. IJ 
Freed from the Pow'r of cancel'd. Sin 
When ſhall my Soul triumphant prove ? g 


Why breaks not out the Fire within 
In Flames of Joy, and Praiſe, and Love? 
. 4. When 
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4. When ſhall my Eye affect my Heart, 
Sweetly diſſolv'd in gracious Tears ! 
Ab, Lord, the Stone to Fleſh convert 
And till thy lovely Face appears, 
Still may I at thy Footſtool keep, 
And watch the Smile of op'ning Heav'n: 
Much would I pray, and love, and weep ; 
I would ; for I have much forgiv'n. 


5. Yet O!] ten thendind Luſts remain, 
And vex my Soul abſolv'd from Sn, 
Still rebel Nature ſtrives to reign, 
Still am J all unclean, unclean ! 
Aſſail'd by Pride, allur'd by Senſe, . 
On Earth the Creatures court my Stay ; 
Falſe flatt*ring Idols get ye hence, 
Created Good be far away! 


6. Jeſu, to Thee my Soul aſpires, 
Jeſu, to Thee I plight my Vows, 
Keep me from Earthly baſe Deſires, 
My God my Saviour and my Spouſe. 
1 of all- ſufficient Bliſs, 
Thou art the Good I ſeek below; 
Fulneſs of Joys in Chee there is, 
Without *tis Mis'ry all and Woe. 


7. Take this poor wandring, worthleſs Heart, 
Its Wandrings all to Thee are known, 
May no falſe Rival claim a Part, 
Nor Sin difſeize T hee of Thine own. 
Stir up Thy interpoſing Pow'r, 
Save me from Sin, from Idols ſave, 
Snatch me from fierce Temptation's Hour, 


And hide, O hide me in the Grave! 


8.1 


— 
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8. I know Thou wilt accept me Now, 
I know my Sins are now forgiv'n! 
My Head to Death O let me bow, 
or keep my Life to loſe my Heav'n. 
Far from this Snare my Soul remove, 
This only Cup I would decline, 
I deprecate a Creature- Love, 
O take the, to n me T hine. 


9. Or if thy Wiſer Will dels 
| The Trial, I would die to ſhun, 
Welcome the Strife, the Grief, the Pain, 


Thy Name be prais'd, Thy Will be done 7 


I Ne thy Hand the Cup receive, 
Meekly ſubmit to thy Decree, 
Gladly for Thee conſent to live ! 


Thou, Lord, haſt li“ d, haſt died for me! 


Is ATA xliii. 1, 2, 3. 


Eace, doubting Heart—my God's I am 
| Who form'd me Man forbids my Fear : 
The Lord hath call'd me by my Name, 
The Lord protects for ever near: 
His Blood 8 me did once atone, 
And {till he loves, and guards his own. 


2. When paſſing thro⸗ the Watry Deep 
I ask in Faith his promis'd Aid, 

The Waves an awful Diſtance keep, 
And ſhrink from my deyoted Head : 
. Fearleſs their Violence I dare: 

* cannot harm, for God is there * 
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3. To Him my Eye of Faith I turn, 
And thro? the Fire purſue my Way; 
The Fire forgets its Pow'r to burn, 
The lambent Flames around me play: 
I own his Pow'r, accept the Sign, 
And ſhout to prove the Saviour mine. 


4. Still nigh me, O'my Saviour, ſtand, 
And guard in fierce Temptation's Hour 
Hide in the Hollow of "Thy Hand, 
Shew forth in me thy ſaving Pow'r : 
Still be Thy Arm my ſure Defence: 
Nor Earth, nor Hell ſhall pluck me thence, 


5. Since Thou haſt bid me come to Thee, 
(Good as Thou art, and Rrong to ſave) 
1'il walk o'er Life's tempeſtous Sea, 
Upborn by the unyielling Wave; 
Dauntleſs, tho Rocks of Pride be near, 
And yawning Whirlpools of Deſpair. 


6. When Darkneſs intercepts the Skies, 
And Sorrow's Waves around me roll; 
When high the Storms of Paſſion riſe, 
And half o'erwhe!lm my ſinking Soul; 
My Soul a ſudden Calm ſhall feel, | 
And hear a Whiſper, ** Peace be ſtill.” 


7. Tho' in Affliction's Furnace tried, 
Unhurt on Snares, and Deaths I'l! tread ; 
Tho' Sin aſſail, and Hell thrown wide 
Pour all its Flames upon my Head, 
Like Moſes's Buſh I'll mount the higher, 
And flouriſh unconſum'd in Fire. 


: Te 
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The Believer's Support. From the 


German. 


Thou, to whoſe all-ſearching Sight 

The Darkneſs ſhineth as the Light, 
Search, prove my Heart ; it pants or T hee; ( 
22 burſt theſe Bands, and ſet it free. 


( 
2. Waſh out its Stains, refine its Droks, | 
Nail my Aﬀections to the Croſs ! | 

Hallow each Thought: Let all within 
Be clean, as Thou, my Lord, art clean, 


2 

B 
3. If in this darkſome Wild I firay, 

Be Thou my Light, de Thou my Way: Y 

No Foes, no Violence fear, 0 


No K raud, while Thou, my God, art near. 


4. When riſing Floods my Head o'erflow, 3 
When ſinks my Heart in Waves of Woe, MK Ea 
Jeſu, Thy timely Aid impart, | 
And raiſe my Head, and chear my Heart. — 


F. Saviour, where'er Thy Steps I ſee, 
Dauntleſs, untir'd I follow Thee: 


O let Thy Hand ſuppor: me ſtill, "WM 
And lead me to Thy Holy Hill. In! 
1 

6. If rough and thorny be m Way, And 
My Strength pr rtion. to my Day: And 

| Til Toil, and Grief, and Pain ſhall ceaſe, g 


Where all is Calm, and Joy, and Peace. 
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God's Love to Mankind. From the ſame. 


God, of Good th'unfathom'd Sea, 
Who would not give his Heart to Thee? 
Who would not love Thee with his Might? 
O Jeſu, Lover of Mankind, 
Who would. not. his whole Soul, and Mind, 
With all his Strength, to Thee unite ? 


2. Thou ſhin'ſt with everlaſting Rays; 

Before the unſufferable Blaze © 
Angels with both Wings veil their Eyes: 

Yet free as Air thy Bounty ſtreams 

On all Thy Works; Thy Mercy's Beams - 
Diffuſive, as Thy Sun's, ariſe. 


3. Aſtoniſh'd at Thy frowning Brow, 
Earth, Hell, and Heav*ns ſtrong Pillars bow, 
Terrible Majeſty is 'Thine! ; ; 
Who then can that vaſt Love expreſs 
Which bows thee down to me, who leſs 
Than nothing am, till thou art mine? 


4. High-thron'd on Heav'ns Eternal Hill, 
In Number, Weight and Meaſure ſtil! 
Thou ſweetly ord'reſt all that is: | 
And yet Thou deign'ſt to come to me, 

And guide my Steps, that I with Thee 
Enthron'd, may reign in endleſs Bliſs. 


J, Fountain of Good, all Bleffing flows _ 
From Thee: no Want thy Fulneſs knows: 
1 Rs L 2 What 


-* 26 
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What but Thyſelf caſt Thou deſire? 
Ves: Self ſufficient as Thou art, 
Thou doſt deſire my worthleſs Heart, 
This, only this Thou doſt require. 


6. Primeval Beauty I in Thy Sight 

The firſt-born, faireſt Sons of Light 
See all their brighteſt Glories 7 : f 

What then to me thy Eyes could turn, 

In Sin conceiv'd, of Woman born, 


A Worm, a Leaf, a Blaſt, a Shade? 


7. Hell's Armies tremble at Thy Nod, 

And trembling own th'Almighty God 

Soy 'reign of Earth, Air, Hell, and Sky, ] 
But who is This that comes from far, 
Whoſe Garments roll'd in Blood appear ? 
*Tis God made Man, for Man to die! 


$. O God, of Good the unfathom'd Sea, 
Who would not give his Heart to Thee ? ( 
Who would not love Thee with his oa ? 


O Jeſu, Lover of Mankind, 
Who would not his whole Soul, and Mind, 


With all his Strength, to Thee unite ? 
| | 3 ; at 0 5; 8 
VVV 
Hymn on the Titles of Chriſt. 
A my Soul, ariſe B 
Thy Saviour's Sacrifice! . 
All the Names that Love could find, 0 1 
All the Forms that Love could take, "= 


- Jef 


Aris and SACRED Pon ms. 113 
Jeſus in himſelf has joyn'd, 
Thee, my Soul, his own to make. 


2. Equal with God, moſt High, 
He laid his Glory by: 
He, th. Eternal God, was born, 
Man with Men He deign'd t'appear, 
Object of his Creature's Scorn, 
Pleas'd a Servant's Form to wear. 


3. Hail Everlaſting Lord, 
Divine, Incarnate Word ! 
Thee let all my Pow'rs confeſs, 
Thee my lateſt Breath proclaim; 
Help, ye Angel Choirs, to bleſs, 
Shout the lov'd Immanue/s Name. 


4. Fruit of a Virgin's Womb, 
The Promis'd Bleflipg's come: 
Chriſt the Father's Hope of old, 
Chriſt the Y/omar's conqu'ring Seed, 
Chriſt the Saviour] long foretold,. 
Born to bruiſe the Serpent's Head. 


5. Refulgent from afar, 
See the bright Morning-far / 
See the Day-ſpring from on high- 
Late in deepeſt Darkneſs rife, 
Night recedes, . the Shadows fly, 


. 


Flame with Day the Op'ning Skies! 


6. Our Eyes on Earth ſurvey y 
The . — 
Bright, in endleſs Glory bright 
God of God, and Light of Light, 
nage of th Inviſible. 
8 L 3 7. He 
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He ſhines on Earth ador'd, 
The Preſence of the Lord: 
God, the Mighty God and true, 
God by higheſt Heav'n confeſt, 
Stands diſplay'd to Mortal View, 
God Supreme for ever bleſt. 


8. Jeſu! to Theel bow, 
Th'Almighty's Fellow Thou! 
Thou, the Father's only Son; 
Pleas'd He ever is in Thee, 
Juſt, and Holy, Thou alone, 
Full of Grace, and Truth—for Me, 


9. High above ev'ry Name 
Jeſus, — Great I AN 


Bows to Jeſus ev ry Knee, 


Things in Heav'n, and Earth, and Hel. 


Saints adore Him, Demons flee, 
Fiends, and Men, and Angels feel. 


10. He left his T firune-above, 
Emptied of all, but Love: 
Whom the Heav*ns cannot contain, - 
God vouchſaf'd a Worm t' appear, 

Lord of Glory, Son of. Man, 
Poor, and vile, and abr here; 


11; His own on Earth He ſought, 
His own receiv'd him not: 5g 
Him, a Sign by. All blaſphem' d, 
Outcaſt and deſpis d of Men, 
Him they all a Medman deem'd,, 
Bold to ee . A 
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12. Hail Galilean King! 
Thy humble State I en 
Never ſhall my Triumphs en 
Hail derided Majeſty, 
Jeſus, hail! the Sinner's F 79 
Friend of Publicans—and Me! 


I3. Thine Eye obſerv'd 1 my Pain 2 
T hou God Samaritan | : 
Spoil'd I lay, and bruis'd by Sin, 
Gaſp'd my faint, expiring Soul: 
Wine — Oil Thy Love pour'd in, 

Clos'd my Wound and made me whole. 


14. Hail the Life-giving Lord, 
Divine, Engrafted Word Er 
Thee the Life my Soul has found, 
Thee the Reſurrectiom prov'd: 
Dead I heard the Quick*ning Sound, 


 Own'd thy Voice ; Believ d and Lov'd } 


15. With Thee gone upon high: 
F live, no more to die: 
R Laſt, I feel Thee now, 
| itneſs of thy Empty Tomb, 
Alpha and Gwe Thou 
Waſt, and Art, and Art to come 


———_—__ ä 


Second Hymn 75 Chriſt... 


Aviour, the World's and Mine, 

Was ever Grief like Thine L 

Thou my Pain, my Curſe haſt took, 
— * Sins were laid on Thee; 


Ja lla 


\ N 5 92 n 
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Help me, Lord; to Thee 1 look, 


Draw me, Saviour, after Thee. 


1 dog! M God hath tied, 
Love is crucify dl | 
rat is tony Heart of mine, 
Pour my a a ceaſeleſs Flood, 
Feel, my Soul, the Pangs Divine, m4 
Catch, my Heart, the iſſuing Blood! | 


3: When, O my God, ſhall 1 
or Thee ſubmit to die? | 
How the mighty Debt repay, 
Rival of Thy Paſſion prove? 
Lead me in Thyſelf the Way, 
_ my Hardneſs into Love. 


4. To love is all my Wiſh, 
I only live for This: 
Grant me, Lord, my Heart's Deſire, 
There by Faith for ever dwell : 


This I alw wag will require, 


Thee, and only Thee, to feel... oil 


5. Thy Pow'r I. pant to prove, | 
3 and fixt in Love 
Strengthned by 'b Thy Spirit's Might, | 
Wile to Things Divine, © 
What the Length, and Breadth, and Height, 
Wat the Depth of Love like Thine. 


6. Ah! give me This to know 
With all Thy Saints below. 8 


S wells my Soul to compaſs Thee, 


Gaſpsain Thee to live and . 
Fill d with All the Deity, 


All inmefft and loſt in Love! 
94s. . ” Third 
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T— — 
— — — 


Third Hymn to Chriſt, 


S O my Soul, prolong 

The never. ceaſing Song 

Chriſt my Theme, my 8 my Joy; 
His be all my happy Da 


Praiſe my Hour emp 
Ev'ry E raiſe. 


2. His would I wholhy be Mn” 
Who liv'd and died for me: 1 
Grief was all his Life below, | 
Pain and Poverty and Loſs: 
Mine the Sins that bruis'd Him fo, 
Scourg d, and nail'd him to the Croſs, 


1 He bore the Curſe of Au, | 
Criminal: \ ©. 
Burden'd with a World of Guilt, 
Blacken'd with :mputed Sin, 
- Man to fave His Blood He fpilt, 
Died, to _ the dinner clean. 


4. Join Earth and Heay* n to bless 
The Lord our Righteouſneſs! 
Myſt'ry of Redemption this, 
This the Saviour's ſtrange Deſign, 


Man's Offence was counted His, 


Ours is Righteouſnch Divine. 


F Far as our Parent's Falk. 
he Gift is come to All: 
Sinn d 


16 WIInt aif Stenzb Forms, 
Sinn'd we All, and died in One? 

- Juſt in One we All: are made, 
Chriſt the Law fulfill'd alone, 

Dy'd for All, for All Obey'd. | 


6. In Him compleat we ſhine, 

His Death, His Life is Mine. ? 
Fully am I 181 884 n 
Free from Sin, a 
Guiltleſs, ſince for 


Righteous, ſince wy Liv'd for Me! 


7. Jeſu! to Thee! bow, 
Sad to the utmoſt now! . 
O the Depth of. Love Divine! 5 
Who thy Wiſdom's Stores can tell? 
Knowledge infinite is Thine,. 
All wine Ways unſearchable 


\ 


—— — sf 


Inn t Chriſt. the King, 


ESU, my God * King, 
7 Thy Regal State I ſing. 
Thou, and ond Thou art great, 
High Thine — n 5 


2. * our eg ann, 
The King 5 Naß reigns ! 


"= your Harps, Celeſtia! Quire, 
ful all, your Voices raiſe, | 
cul than Earth-born Monarchs higher, 
Sons of Men and Angels praiſe, _— 


OE 3. Hail 
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3. Hail your dread Lord and Ours, 
minions, Thrones, and Pow'rs ! 
Source of Pow'r He rules alone: 
Veil your Eyes, and proſtrate fall, 
Caſt your Crowns before his Throne, 
Hail the Cauſe, the Lord of all! 


4. Let Earth's remoteſt Bound 
With ecchoing Joys reſound; 
_ Chriſt to praiſe let all conſpire : 
Praiſe doth all to Chriſt belong; 
Shout ye firſt-born Sons of Fire, 
Earth repeat the Glorious Song. 


5, Worthy, O Lord, art Thou, 
That ev'ry Knee ſhould bow, 
Ev'ry Tongue to Thee confeſs, 
Univerſal Nature join 
Strong and Mighty Thee to bleſs, 
Gracious, Merciful, Benign ! 


6. Wiſdom is due to Thee, 
And Might and Majeſty : 
Thee in Mercy rich we prove; 
Glory, Honour, Praiſe receive, 
Worthy Thou of all our Love, 
More than all we pant to give, 


7. Juſtice and Truth maintain 
Thy everlaſting Reign. 
One with Thine almighty Sire. 
Partner of an equal Throne, 7 
King of Hearts, let all conſpiie, 
Gratefully Thy Sway to ow n, 


8. Prince 
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8. Prince of the Hoſts of God, 
Diſplay Thy Pow'r abroad: 

Strong, and | high is TAY Right-hand, 

Terrible in Majeſty 
Who can in Thine Anger ſtand? 
Who the vengeful Bolt can flee ? 


9. Thee when the Dragon” Pride 
To Battle vain defy'd, 
Brighter than the Morning-ftar - 
Lucifer, as Lightning fell, 


Far from Heav'n, from Glo far, 
* hurPd to edel etl 


70. Sin felt of old Thy Pow'r, - 
T hou Patient Conqueror ! \ 
Long he vex'd the World below, 
Long they groan'd beneath his Reign; 
Thou deftroy'efſt the Tyrant Foe, 
Thou redeem'dſt the Captive, Man. 


11. Trembles the King of Fears, 
Whene'er thy Croſs appears. | A 
Once its dreaded Force he found: 
Saviour, cleave again the Sky ; 
Slain by an Eternal Wound, 
Death ſhall then for ever die! — 


g . 2 - 


Secend Hymn to Chriſt the King. 


8 Thou art our King, 

To me Thy Succour bring. 

Chriſt the Mighty One art Thou, 
Help, for all on "Thee is laid : 


This 
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| nf 
'This the Word ; I claim it now, 
Send me now the Promis'd Aid, 


2. High on Thy Father's Throne, 
O look with Pity down! 
Help, O help! attend my Call, 


Captive lead Captivity, - 
King of Glory, Lord of All, «70 
Chriſt, be Lord, be King to Me! : 


3. I pant to feel Thy Sway, | 
And only Thee t'obey: =. 
Thee my Spirit gaſps to meet, 
This my one, my ceaſeleſs Pray'r, 
Make, O make my Heart thy Seat, 
O ſet up Thy Kingdom there 


4. Triumph, and reign in Me, 
And ſpread Thy Victory: 
Hell, and Death, and Sin controul, 
| Pride, and Self, and ev'ry Foe, 
All ſubdue ; thro” all my Soul, 
 Conqu'ring, and to conquer go. 


1 — FR * P98 r 


* Be 


* 


The Saviour glorified by All. From the 


German, 


* OU, Jeſu, art our King, 
1 Thy 2 we ſing: 
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Praiſe ſhall our glad Tongue employ, 
Praiſe o'erflow our grateful Soul, 
While we vital Breath enjoy, 
No eternal Ages roll. 


_ 3 Thou art th'Eternal Light, 
That ſhin'ſt in deepeſt Night. 
Wondring gaz'd th' Angelic Train, | 
While Thou bow'dit the Heav'ns beneath, 
God with God wert Man with Man, 
Man tc ſave from endleſs Death, 


2. Thou for our Pain didſt mourn, 
T hou haſt our Sickneſs born : | 
All our Sins on Thee were laid; 
Thou with unexampled Grace, 
All the mighty Debt haſt paid 
Due from Adam's helpleſs Race. 


4. Thou haſt o'erthrown the Foe, 


God's Kingdom fix'd below, 
Conqu'ror of all Adverſe Pow” r, 
Thou Heav'n's Gates haſt open'd wide; p 
Thou Thine own doſt lead ſecure 5 
In Thy Croſs, and by Thy Side. 01 


5. Enthron'd above yon Sky, 
Thou reign'ſt with God moſt high. 


Proſtrate at Thy Feet we fall: 
'Pow'r ſupreme to Thee is giv'n; Th 
'T hee, the righteous Judge of all, F 
Sons of Earth and Hoſts of Heav'n, Fair 


6. Cherub 
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6. Cherubs with Seraphs join, 
And in Thy Praiſe combine: 
All their Quires Thy Glorits ſing: 
Who ſhall dare with Thee to vie? 
Mighty Lord, Eternal King, 
Sov'reign both of Earth, and Sky! 


5 Hail venerable Train, 
atriarchs, firſt. born of Men ! 
Hail Apoſtles of the Lamb, 

By whoſe Strength ye faithful prov'd : 
Join t'extol his ſacred Name, 

Whom in Life, and Death, ye lov'd. 


8. The Church through all her Bounds, 
With Thy high Praiſe refounds, 
Confeſſors undaunted here 
Unaſham'd proclaim their King; 
Children's feebler Voices there 
To Thy Name Hoſanna's ſing. 


9. 'Midſt Danger's blackeſt Frown, 


Pain, and and Shame, alike they dare, 
Firmly, ſingularly Good; 
Glorying thy Croſs to bear, 
Till they ſeal their Faith with Blood. 
10. Ev'n Heathens feel Thy Power, 
Thou ſuff' ring Conqueror 
Thouſand Virgins, chaſte and clean, 
From Love's pleaſing Witchcraft free 
Fairer than the Sons of Men, | 
Conſecrate their Hearts to Thee. 


M 2 11. Wide 


Thee Hoſts of * own. : 
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11. Wide Earth's remoteſt Bound 
Full of thy Praiſe is found: 
And all Heav'ns eternal Day 

Wich Thy ſtreaming Glory flames: 
All Thy Foes ſhall melt away 

From th'inſufferable Beams. 


12. O Lord, O God of Love, 
Let Us Thy Mercy prove! 
King of all, with pitying Eye 
Mark the Toil, the Pains we feel: 
'Midft the Snares of Death we lie, 
. *Midf the banded Pow'rs of Hell, 


13. Ariſe, ſtir up Thy Pow's, . 
Thou deathleſs Gee | | 
Help us to obtain the Prize, 
Help us well to cloſe our Race 
That with Thee above the Skies 
Endleſs Joys we may poſſeſs. 


1 A Morning Hymn. 


ce EE the Day-ſpring from afar 
6 Uſher'd by the Morning-Star! 


Haſte; to Him — ſends the Light, 
Hallow the Remains of Night. 


2. Sculs, put on your glorious Dreſs, 


Waking into Righteouſneſs: 


Cloath'd 


. * * 


Hy MNS and Sacred Por us. 1 


Cloath'd with Chtiſt aſpire to ſhine, 
Radiance He of Light Divine; 


2. Beam of the Eternal Beam, 
He in God, and God in Him! 
Strive we Him in Us to ſee, 


Tranſcript of the Deity. 


4. Burſt we then the Bands of Death, 
Rais'd by His all-quickning Breath ; 
Long we to be loos'd from Earth, 
Struggling into ſecond Birth. 


5. Spent at length is Nature's Night; 
Chriſt attends to give us Light, 
Chriſt attends Himſelf to give; 
God we now may ſee, and live. 


6. Tho' the Outward Man decay; 
Form'd within us Day by Day 
Still the Inner Man we view, 
Chriſt creating all things New. 


7. Turn, O turn us, Lord, again, 
Raiſer Thou of fallen Man! | 
Sin deftroy, and Nature's Boaſt, 
Saviour Thou of Spirits Loſt ! 


8. Thy great Will in Us be done? 
Crucified, and dead Our own, 
Ours no longer let us be; 
Hide us from Ourſelves in Thee 


. Thou the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
Suffer us no more to ſtray; 
Give us, Lord, and ever give 


Thee to know, in Thee to live ! 


1 


M 3 4 
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A Morning Dedication of ourſelves to 
Chriſt. From tbe German. 


ESU, Thy Light again J view, 
Again Thy Mercy's Beams I ſee, 
And all within me wakes, anew 

To pant for Thy Immenſity: 
Again my Thoughts to Thee aſpire. 
In fervent Flames of ſtrong Deſire. 


2. But OI what Offering ſhall I give 
To Thee, the Lord of Earth and Skies? ] 
My Spirit, Soul, and. Fleſh receive. 
A holy, living Sacrifice.. 
Small as it is, tis all my Store: 
More ſhouldſt Thou have, if I had more, 


CIS, 


3. Now then, my God; Thou haſt. my Soul. 15 
No longer mine, but Thine I am: | 

Guard Thou Thy own; poſleſs it whole, 
Chear it by Hope, with Love inflame.. 

Thou haſt my Spirit; There diſplay 

Thy Glory, to the perfect: Day. 


4. Thow-baſt my Fleſh: Thy hallow'd.Shrine,, | 
Devoted ſolely to Thy Wilk :. 
Here let Eby Light for ever ſhine, 
This Honſe ſtill let Phy Preſence flÞ: 
O Source of Life, live, dwell; and move 
In Me, till all my Life be Love. 


5-0 
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5. O never in theſe Veils of Shame, 
Sad Fruits of Sin, my Glorying be 
Cloath with Salvation, thro' Thy Name, 
My Soul, and may I put on Thee! 

Be living Faith my coſtly Dreſs, 


And my beſt Robe, Thy Righteouſneſs ! 


6. Send down thy Likeneſs from above; 
And let this my Adorning be- 

Cloath me with Wiſdom, Patience, Love, 
With Lowlineſs, and Purity, 

Than Gold, and Pearls, more precious far, 

And brighter than the Morning ſtar. 


7. Lord, arm me with Thy Spirit's Might, 
Since I am call'd by Thy great Name :. 
In Thee my wandring T houghts unite, 
Of all my Works be Thou the Aim: 
Thy Love attend me all my Days, 
And my ſole Buſineſs be Thy Praiſe ! 


Chriſt protecting and ſanctiſying. 


From the German, 


Jeſu, Sourſe of calm Repoſe, 
Thy Like nor Man, nor Angel knows, 
| Faireſt among ten thouſand fair”! 
Ev'n thoſe whom Death's fad Fetters bound, 
Whom thickeſt Darkneſs compaſt round, 
Find Light and Life, if "Thou appear. 


2, Eftulz 
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2. Effulgence of the Light Divine, 

Ere rolling Planets knew to ſhine, 
| Ere Time its ceaſeleſs Courſe began; 
Thou, when th'appointed Hour was come, 
Didſt not abhor the Virgin's Womb, | 

But God with God wert Man with Man, 


3. The World, Sin, Death, oppoſe in vain, 
Thou by Thy dying Death haſt ſlain, 
My great Deliv*rer and my God! 
In vain does the old Dragon rage, 
In vain all Hell its Pow'rs engage; i 


None can withſtand Thy conqu ring Blood, 


4. Lord over all, ſent to fulfil 
| Thy gracious Father's ſov'reign Will, | 
To Thy dread Scepter will I bow : 
With duteous Rev'rence at Thy Feet, 
Like humble Mary, lo, I fit : 
Speak, Lord, Thy Servant heareth now, 


5. Renew thy Image, Lord, in me, | -4 
Lowly and gentle may 1 be; ; | 

No Charms but theſe to. Thee are dear ; 1 

No Anger may'ſt Thou ever find, ( 


No Pride in my unruffled Mind, 
But Faith and Heav*n-bgrn Peace be there, 


6. A patient, a e Mind, C 
That, Life and all Things caſt behind, 

Springs forth, obedient to Thy Call, EO 0 
A Heart, that no Deſire can move, A 


But {till t'adore, believe, and le ve, 
Give me, my Lord, my Life, my All, 


Ov 


Luba 
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Supplication for Grace. From the ſame, 


O God of Gods, in whom combine 
The Heights and Depths of Love Divine, 
With thankful Hearts to Thee we ſing ! 
To Thee our longing Souls aſpire | | 
In fervent Flames of ſtrong Defire : 
Come, and Thy ſacred Unction bring, 


2. All Things in Earth, and Air,and Sea, 
Exift, and live, and move, in Thee ; 

All Nature trembles at Fhy Voice: 
With Awe e' vn we Thy Children prove 
Thy Pow'r : O let us taſte Thy Love 

So evermore ſhall we rejoice, 


3. O pow'rful Love, to Thee we bow, 
Object of all our Wiſhes Thou, 
(Our Hearts are naked to Thine Eye) 

To Thee, who from th*Eternal Throne 

Cam'ſt, empty'd of Thy Godhead, down, 

For Us, to groan, to bleed, to die, 


Grace we implore ; when Billows roll, 

Grace is the Anchor of the Soul ; 
Grace ev'ry Sickneſs knows to heal: 

Grace can ſubdue each fond Deſire, 

And Patience in all Pain inipire, 
Howe'er rebellious Nature ſwell. 


5. O Love, our ſtubborn Wills ſubdue, 
Create our ruin'd Frame anew ; N 
| Diſpel 
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Diſpel our Darkneſs by Thy Light: 
Into all Truth aur Spirit guide, 


But from our Eyes for ever hide 
All Things diſpleaſing in Thy Sight. 


6. Be Heav'n ev'n now our Soul's Abode, 

Hid be our Life. with Chriſt in God, 
Our Spirit, Lord, be one with Thine : 

Let all our Works in Thee be wrought, 

And fill'd with Thee be all our Thought, 
Till in us Thy full Likeneſs ſhine. 


__— 


Hymn to the Holy Ghoſt. 


3 Holy Ghoft, all- quickning Fire, 
Come, and in Me delight to reſt ! 
Drawn by the Lure of ſtrong Deſire, 
Occome, and conſecrate my Breaſt :. 
The Temple of my Soul prepare, 

And fix Thy ſacred Preſence there] 


2. If now Thy Influence I feel, 

I now in Thee begin to live 
Still to my Heart Thyſelf reveal, 

Give me Thyſelf, for ever give : 

A Point my Good, a Drop my Store : 
Eager I ask, and pant for more, 


3. Eager for Thee I ask and pant, 

So ſtrong the Principle Divine 
Carries me out with ſweet Conſtraint, 
Till all my hallow'd Soul be Thine : 
ok Plung' d 
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Plung'd in the Godhead's deepeſt Sea, 
A oſt in Thy Immenſity. 


4. My Peace, my Life, my Comfort now, 
My Treaſure, and my Al Thou art! | 
True Witneſs of my Sonſhip Thou, 
Engraving Pardon en my Heart : 
Seal of my Sins in Chriſt forgiv'n, 
Earneſt of Love, and Pledge of Heav'n. 


5. Come then, my God, mark out Thy Heir, 
Of Heav'n a — Earneſt give, 

With clearer Light Thy Witneſs bear ; 
More ſenſibly ds me live : 

Let all my Pow'rs Thy Entrance feel, 


And deeper ſtamp Thyſelf the Seal. 


6. Come, Holy Ghoſt, all-quick' ning Fire, 
Come, and in me delight to reſt ! 

Drawn by the Lure of ſtrong Deſire, 
O come, and conſecrate my Breaſt: 

The Temple of my Soul prepare, 

And fix Thy ſacred Preſence there 


8 hs. ——_— n " ih. Mi. Alt. — 
— 


On the Deſcent of the Holy Ghoſt at 
Pentecoſt, Altered "ny Dr. H. _— 


Hen Chriſt had left his Flock below, 
The Loſs his faithful Flock deplor'd: 
Him in the Fleſh no more they know, 


And languiſh for their abſent Lord. 
2. Not 
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2. Not long—for He gone up on high 
Gifts to receive, and claim his Crown, 
Behold them ſorrowing, from his Sky, 
And pour'd the Mighty Bleſſing own. 


3. He, for the Preſence of his Fleſh, 
"The Spirit's ſev*n-fold Gifts imparts, 

And living Streams their Souls refreſh, 

And Joy Divine overflows their Hearts, 


4. While all in ſweet Devotion join'd, 
Humbly to wait for God retire, 


The promis'd Grace in ruſhing Wind 
Deſcends, and cloven Tongues of F ire, 


5. God's mighty Spirit fills the Dome, 
The feeble Dome beneath him ſhook, 

Trembled the Crowd to feel him come, 
Soon as the Sons of Thunder ſpoke. 


6. Father | if juſtly ſtill we claim 
To Us, and — the Promiſe made, 
To Us be graciouſly the ſame, 
And crown with living Fire our Head. 


Our Claim admit, and from above. 
Of Holineſs the Spirit ſhow'r, 
Of wiſe Diſcernment, humble Love, 
And Zeal, and Unity, and Pow'r. 


75 


9. The 


The Spirit of convincing Speech, 
Of Pow'r demonſtrative impart, 
Such as may ev'ry Confcience reach, 
And ſound the Unbelieving Heart. 


r 
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H. The Spirit of refining Fire: 
= Searehing the-Inmoſt of the Mind, 
To purge all fierce and foul Deſire, 

And kindle Life more pure and kind. 


10. The Spirit of Faith, in this Th „Day; 

TIo break the Pow'r of cancel'd Sin, | 

Tread down its Strength, v'erturn its Swayz 
And {till the 2 more than win. 


11. The Spirit breath of Tawhid 1 
Which in our Hearts Thy Laws may write; 


Then Grief expires, and Pain, and Striſe, 
Tis Nature all, and all Delight. 


12. On all the Earth Thy Spirit ſnow'r, 
The Earth in Righteouſneſs renew v,; 

Thy Kingdom come, and Hell's o'erpow'r, 
And to Thy Scepter all ſubdue. 


13 Like mighty Wind, or Torrent fierce, 
Let in Oppoſers-all-ofer-run, 
And ev'ry Law of Sin reverſe, TENT | 
That F aith and Love may make all one. 


14. Vea, let Thy Spirit in ev'ry Place 
Its Richer Energy declare, 

While lovely Tempers, Fruits of Grace, 
The Kingdom of Thy Chriſt prepare. 


15. Grant this; O Holy God, and True] 
The antient Seers I hou didit inſpire : Y 
To us perform the Promiſe due, 
Deſcend; and crown us Now with Fire, 


=o 


N Publick 


> —— 


134 Hymns and SacRED PoE Ms. 


Public Wortip. From or German 


©, God is hs Let us adore, do] 
And own, how dreadful is this Place {4 
Let all within us feel his Pow'r, * 
And ſilent bew before his Face. 
Who know his Pow'r, his Grace who prove, 
- Serve hi m with Awe, with Rev rence love. 


2. Lo, God i is here | Him Day in Night 
Th'united Quires of Angels fling : 

To Him enthron'd above all Height £ 
Heav'n's Hoſts their nobleſt Praiſes bring: 

Diſdain not, Lord, our meaner Song, 

Who rra'fe Thee with a ſtamm'ring Tongue, 


.. Gladly the Toys of Earth we leave, 


Wealth, Pleaſure, Fame, for Thee Alone : 


To The? our Will, Soul, Fleſh we give; 
Q take, O ſeal them for Thy own. 
Thou art the God; Thou art the Lord : 
Be Thou by all Thy Works ador'd ! 


4. Being of Beings, may our Praiſe 

T by Courts with grateful Fragrance fill, 
Still may we ſtand before Thy face, 
Still hear and do Thy ſov'reign Will. 
Po 'Fhee may all our Thoughts ariſe, | 
CR ae nen. 


"1 


' 8 ' * * 
20 ' . | 1 


— 


H and Sacnzd Por irs, 195. 


5. In Thee be bs ; All Things of Thee 
Are full, Thou Source of Lic o of All! 
Thou vaſt, unfathomable Sea! 
F.lall proſtrate, loſt in Wonder, fall, 
Ye Sons of Men; for God is Man! 
All may we loſe, ſo Thee we gain. 


6. As Fm their op'ning Leaves d. ſplay, 
And glad drink in the folar Fire, 

So may we catch Thy ev'ry Ray, 
So may Thy Influence us inſpice : 

Thou Beam of the Eternal Beam, 

Thou purging Fire, Thou quickning Flame ! 


Prayer to Chriſt Eber the Sacrament. 
Nom the , 


11 10 


Thou, whom * love, whath c. 
Does all our Sickneſs heal, 
Thee we approach' with Heart fincere, 
Thy Pow'r we joy to ſeel, | 
To Thee our humbleſt Thanks we rey, 8 
To Thee our Souls we bow; 
Of Hell erewhile the helpleſs Pre, 
Heirs of RAY brats now, | 9 


2, As Incenſe to Thy Throne above on” 
O let our Pray'rs ariſe ! 
O wing with F Flame of Holy Love 
Our living Sacrifice. 
Stir up Thy Strength, O Lord of Might; 
Pr willing Breaſts inſpfree 4 294 
N 2 Fill 
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Fill our whole Souls with ru Light, - : 
Melt with Seraphic Fire. 5 


3. From thy bleſt Wounds our Life we draw 3 
II all-atoning Blood 
Daily we drink with trembling Awe ; 
hy Fleſh our daily Food. 
Cline, Lord, Thy ſov'reign Aid impart, 
Here make Thy Likeneſs ſhine! 
Stamp Thy whole Image on our Heart, 
And all cur Souls be Thine! | 


7 en er tie Baerarnent. 


COns of God, triumphant riſe, 
Shout th'accompliſh'd Sacrifice ! 
Shout Your Sins in Chriſt forgiv'n, 
Sons of God, and Hein of Heav'n! 


* Nou ro ennie mow: bod T 5 
2. Ve that round our Altars thrüngs 
Liſt'ning Angels join the Song: 


Sing with Us, ye Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Pardon, Grace, and Glory Ours! 
to: 


3. Love's my Rerious Work 3 is done! Hod! 
Greet we now thy accepted, Son, 
Heal'd and quickned by his Blood, 
Join'd to Chriſt, and one with Gd. 


4. Chriſt, of all our Hopes the Seal; TY 
Peace Divine in Chriſt we er in 

Pardon to our Souls apply{d ; s wit er 
Dead for BY, for me * dyd! Ee ant 


4 
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F. Fin ſhall tyrannize no more, , 
Purg'd its Guilt, diſſolv'd its Pow'r ; 

Jeſus makes our Hearts'H's Throne, 

There He lives, and reigns alone. 


6. Grace our ev*'ry Thought controuls, - 
Heav'n is open'd in our Souls, 
Everlaſting Life is won, 


Glory is on Earth begun. 


7. Chriſt in Us; in Him we ſee 
Fulneſs of the Deity, N 6 

Beam of the eternal Beam; R 

Life Divine we taſte in Him! 


8. Him we only taſte below ; 
Mightier Joys ordain'd to know 
Him when fully Ours we prove, 


Ours the Heav'n of perfect Love 


Ac rs u. 41, &c. 


1 Word pronounc'd, the Goſpel-Word, 
The Croud with various Hearts receiv'd: 
In many a Soul the Saviour ſtirr'd, 

Three thouſand yielded, and believ'd. 


2. Theſe by th'Apoſtle's Counſels led, 
With them in mighty Pray'rs combin'd, 
Broke the commemorative Bread, 
Nor from the Fellowſhip declin d. 


2 : N 3 3˙ Gol 
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3. God from above, with ready Grace, 
And Deeds of Wonder, — 5 his Fl lock, 


Trembles the World before their Face, 
By Jeſus cruſh'd, their Conqu'ring Rock. 


4. Te bappy Band whom Chriſt redeems,, 
One only Will, one Judgment know: 

None this contentious Earth eſteems, 
Diſtinctions, or Delights below. 


5, The Men of Worldly Wealth poſſeſt, 

I eir ſelfiſh Happineſs remove, 
Sell, and divide it to the Reſt, 

And buy the Bleſſedneſs of Love. 


6. Thus in the Preſence of their God, 
Jeſus their. Life, and Heav'n their Care, 

With ſingle er they took their Food, 
Heighten'd by Euchariſt, and E F. 


God in their ev'ry Work was prais d.: 

T be People bled the Law benign: 
Daily the Church, his Arm had rais'd, 

Receiv'd the Sons of Mercy in. 


ON of the Carpenter, receive 
This humble Work of mine 5 
Worth to my meaneſt ben 44+ aſe 
By joining it to Es 


£7 3 . 2. Servam 


W — 
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3. Thy bright Example I purſue, 
To Thee in all things wiſe, ,- * 
And all I think, or ſpeak, or do, 


Is one great Sacrifice. 


4. Careleſs thro' outwards Cares I go, 
From all Diſtraction free: 

My Hands are but engag'd below, 

M 14 Heart is ſtil with Thee. 


5. 0 when wik Thou my Life appear! 
How gladly would I cry 

*Tis done, the Work Thou gav'ſt one here, 
Tis finiſb d, Lord—and die. 


Another... 


Ummon'd my Labour to renew, 
And glad to act my Part, 
Lord, in Thy Name, my Task I do, 
And with a Heart. 


2. End of my ev'r Action Thou! 
Thyſelf in All TI fee: 

Accept my hallow'd Labour no-; 

We 4 do it Unto Thee. 


3. Whta- 
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3. Whate'er the F. ather views as Thine, 25 
He views with gracious Eyes: b 

Jeſus! this mean Oblation join 


To Thy great Sacrifice. 


4. Stampt with an infinite Detert 
My Work he then ſhall own; | 
Well-pleas'd in Me, when mine Thou' arty 
And J His fav'rite son! | 


God with us. From the German, 


Ternal * of Love Divine 
In Jeſu, God-with-Us, diſplay'd, 


bg; How bright Thy beaming Glories ſhine! 


How wide Thy healing Streams are — ' 
With whom doſt Thou delight to dwell ? 
"Sinners, a vile, and thankleſs Race: 

O God! what Tongue aright can tell 
How vaſt Thy Love, how great Thy Grace] 


2. The Dictates of Thy Sov'reign Will 
With Joy our grateful Hearts receive: 

All Thy Delight in us fulfill, 

Lo! all we are to Thee we give. 

To Thy ſure Love, Thy tender Care, 

Our Fleſh, Soul, Spirit we reſign; 
O!] fix Thy ſacred Preſence there, 

And ſeal th'Abode for ever Thine. 


3. O King of Glory „Th rich Grace 
Our ſhor Deſires 4 * es far! 
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Yea, ev'n our Crimes, tho numberleſs, 
Leſs num'rous than Thy Mercies are. 
Still on Thee, Father, ma we reſt! 
Still may we pant Thy 8 n to know 
Thy Spirit {till breathe into our Breaſt, 
Fountain of Peace and Joy below! 


4. Oft have we ſeen Thy mighty Pow * 
Since from the World Thou mad' ſt us free; 
Still may we praiſe Thee more and more, 
Our Heart more firmly knit to Thee! 
Still, Lord, Thy faving Health diſplay, 
And arm our Souls with heav'nly Zeal : 
Sd, fearleſs ſhall we urge ouf Way 
Thro' all the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell! 


N 


God our nn. From the Spaniſh, 


God, my God, my Al Thou arts! 
E're thines the Dawn of riſing Bay 


Thy ſov'reign Light within my Heart, 
Thy all-enliv'ning Pow'r diſplay. 


2. For Thee my thirſty Soul does pant, 
While · in this Yefare Land I live: - 
And hungry as I am, and faint, 
Thy Love alone can Comfort give. 


3. In a dry Land, behold I place 
My whole Deſire on Thee, O Lord: 
And more I joy to gain thy Grace, ++ - - 
Than all Earth's Treaſures can afford. 


0 4. In 
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4. In Holineſs within th y Gates 
t 


Of old ot have ſought for Thee! 
Again my longing Spirit waits 
That Fulneſs of Beige to ſee. 


5. More dear than Life itſelf, thy Love 
My Heart and Tongue ſhall ſtill Ns 
And to declare thy Praite will prove 
My Peace, my Glory, and my Joy. 


6. In bleſfing Thee with grateful S. 
My happy Life ſhall glide away ; 
The Praiſe that to thy Name be 
Howly with lifted Hands I'll pay. 


7. Abundant Sweetneſs, while I ſing 
Thy Love, my caviſh'd Soul > ve” LY » 
Secure in Thee, my God and King, 
Of Glory, that no Period knows. 


8. Thy Name, O Lond, . my Bed 
Dwells on my Lips, and fires my Thought, 
With —— Awe in midnight Shade, 9 

I muſe on all thy Hands have wrought. | 


e 


9. In all I do I feel thy Aid; 
Therefore thy Greatneſs will In 207; x 
O God, who bid'ſt my Heart be glad, 
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wing. if 


10. My Soul draws.nigh, and cleaves to Thee; 
Then let or Earth or Hell aſſail, 
Thy mighty Hand ſhall ſet me free, 
or whom Thaw, _ He ne'er ſhall fail, 


— 


Gra- 
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8 * — 
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Gratitude for our Converſion, From 
the German, 


2 
9 *.4 


HEE will I love, my Strength, my Tower, 
IT bee will I love, my Joy, my Grown, 
Thee will I love with all my Power, 
In all my Works, and Thee alone! 
Thee will $2 till the pure Fire 
Fill my hole Soul with chaſte Deſire, 


2. Ah! why did I & late Thee know, 
Tuhes loyelier than the Sons of Men! 
Ah! why did I no ſooner go 

To Thee, the only Eaſe in Pain! 
Aſham'd I ſigh, and Fink mourn 
That I fo late to Thee did turn. 


3. K Darkneſs willingly I ſtray'd; 

I ſought Thee, yet from Thee I rov'd : 
For wide my wandring Thoughts were ſpread, 
Thy Creatures more than Thee I lov'd. 
And 3 if more at length I ſee, 
Tis thro? thy Light, and comes from T hee. 


4. I thank Thee, Uncreated Sun, „ 
That thy bright Beams on me have ſhin'd : 
I thank Thee, who haſt overthrown 
My Foes, and heaPd my wounded Mind: 
I thank Thee, whoſe enliy' ning Voice 
Bids my freed Heart in Thee rejoice, 


5. Ups 
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5. U phold me in the doubtful Race, 
Nor ſuffer me again to ſtray: 


—— — 14 * 


Strengthen my Feet, with Teady Pace 
ore to preſs forward i in thy Way. 

Soul and Fleſh, O Lord, of Might, 6 

5 F 2 ſatiate with _ heav Fwy Light. 5 


6. Give to my Ey es refreſhing Tears, 
Give to my hier chaſte, hallow'd Fi res, 
0 Give to my Soul with Filial Fears, 
The Love that all Heav'n's Hoſt inf e: 
6 That all my Pow'rs with all their 12 
« In Thy ſole Glory may unite. ; 


7. Thee will J love, my joy, my Obon f 
Thee will I love, my Wer J : h 
Thee will T love, beneath thy Frow 
Or Smile, thy Scepter, 'or thy | | 
What tho my Fleſh and Heart 7 ; 
Thee ſhall I love in endleſs or: A 


* 


Boldneſs in the, Goſpel. From the 


E | 1 
Hall I, for fear of feeble Man, 181 
Thy Spirit's Courſe in me reſtrain ? 
Or undiſmay' d, in Deed and Werd N. 
nnn. | | Al 
O1 
0 Aw'd 


= 
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2. Aw'd by a Mortal's Frown, ſhall I 
Conceal the Word of God moſt high ? 


How then before Thee ſhall I dare 
To ſtand, or how thy Anger bear ? 


3. Shall I, to ſooth th'unholy Throng, 
Soften thy Truths, and ſmooth my Tongue ; 
To gain Earth's gilded Toys, or flee 
The Croſs endur'd, my God, by Thee ? 


4. What then is He, whoſe Scorn I dread ? 
Whoſe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid ? 

A Man ! an Heir of Death, a Slave 

To Sin ! a Bubble on the Wave ! 


5. Yea let Man rage! ſince Thou wilt ſpread 
Thy ſhadowing Wing around my Head : 

Since in all Pain thy tender Love 

Will ſtill my ſweet Refreſhment prove. 


6. Saviour of Men! thy ſearching Eye 
Does all my inmoſt Thoughts deſcry : 
Doth ought on Earth my Wiſhes raiſe ; 
Or the World's Favour, or its Praiſe ? 


7. The Love of Chriſt does me conſtrain 
To ſeek the wandring Souls of Men : 
With Cries, Intreaties, Tears, to ſave, 

To ſnatch them from the gaping Grave. 


8. For this let Men revile my Name, 
No Croſs I ſhun, I fear no Shame: 
All hail, Reproach, and welcome Pain! 
Only thy Terrors, Lord, reſtrain. 


0 9. My 


——— « 
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| 
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9. My Life, my Blood, I here preſent ; 


If tor thy Truth they may be ſpent, 
Fulfil thy ſov'reign Counſel, Lord 1 


Thy Will be done ! thy Name ador'd! 


10. Give me thy Strength, O God of Pow'r! 
ben let Winds blow, or Thunders roar, x 


Thy faithful Witneſs will I be— 
Tis fd! I can do all thro' Thee! 


4 
| 


Hymn for Chꝛiſtmafe-Day. 


Het bow all the Welkin rings 
5 „Glory to the King of Kings, 
Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild, 


„ God and Kaner reconciÞd | ve 


Joyful all ye Nations riſe, 


Join the Triumph of the Skics, 


Univerſal Nature fay 1 5 
„ Chrift, the Lord, i is born to Day! 


3. Chriſt, by higheſt Heav'n ador'd, 


Chriſt, the Everlaſting Lord, 
Late in Time behold him come, 


ObGpriog of a Virgin' s Womb. 


4. Veib'd in Fleſh, the Godhead ſes, 
Hail th'Incarnate Deity [ 
Pleas'd as Man with Men t'appear 
Jeſus, our Immanuei . 


ys 
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5. Hail the Heaven-born Prince of Peace 
Hail the Sun of Righteouſneſs ! 
Light and Life to All he brings, 
Ris'n with Healing in his Wings. 


6. Mild he lays his Glory by, 
Born—that Men no more may die, 
Born—to raiſe the Sons of Earth, 
Born—to give them ſecond Birth, 


7, Come, Deſire of Nations, come, 
Fix in Us thy humble Home, - 
Riſe, the Woman's Conqu'ring Seed, 
Bruiſe in Us the Serpent's Head. | 


8. Now diſplay thy ſaving Pow'r, 
Ruin'd Nature now reſtore, 
Now in Myſtic Union join | 
Thine to Qurs, and Ours to Thine, 


9. Adam's Likeneſs, Lord, efface, - 
Stamp thy Image in its Place, 
Second dam from above, 
Reinſtate us in thy Love. 


10. Let us Thee, tho' loſt, regain, 
Thee, the Life, the Inner Man: 
O! to All Thyſelf impart, 
Form'd in each Believing Heart. 


03 Hy, 
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Hymn for the Epiphany. 

CONS of Men, behold from far | 
Hail the long-expeQted Star 
Jacob's Star that gilds the Night, 


Guides bewilder'd Nature right. 


2 Fear not hence that Ill ſhould flow, 
Wars or Peſtilence below, | 
Wars it bids, and Tumiults, ceaſe, - 


' Uſtiring in the Prince of Peace. 


3. Mild he ſhines on all beneath, 
Piercing thro? the Shade of Death, 
Scatt*ring Error's wide-ſpread Night, 
Kindling Darkneſs into Light. 


4. Nations all, far off and near, | 
Haſte to ſee your God appear! 
Haſte, for Him your Hearts prepare, 
Meet him manifeſted there 


5. There behold the Day-ſpring riſe, 
Pouring Eye-ſight on your Eyes, 
God in his own Light ſurvey, 


Shining to the perfect Day. 


6. Sing, ye Morning- ſtars again, 
God deſcends on Earth to reign, 
Deigns for Man his Life t'employ ; 
Shout, ye Sons of God, for Joy 


9 * * 
9 


N Hymn 
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A ” _- 


H ymn for Eaſterday. 


. Gy riſt, the Lord, is ris'n to Day,” 


Sons of Men and Angels ſay, 
Raiſe yo Joys and Triumphs high, 
Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply. 


2. Love's e . is done, 
Fought the Fight, the Battle won, 
Lo! our Sun's Eclipſe is o'er, 


I Lo! He ſets in Blood no more. 


3. Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal 7 
Chriſt has burſt the Gates of Hell! 


Death in vain forbids his Riſe * 


Chriſt has open'd Paradiſe! 


4. Lives again our glorious King, 
Where, O Death, is now thy Sting? 
Dying once he All doth ſave, 

Where thy Victory, O Grave? 


5. Soar we now, where Chriſt has led? 
Following our exalted Head, 
Made like Him, like Him we riſe, 


Ours the Croſs the Grave the Skies Lg 


6. What tho? once we periſh'd All. 
Partners in our Parents Fall? 

Second Life we All receive, 
In our Heav'nly Adam live, 


 « of 
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7. Ris'n with Him, we upward move, 
Still we ſeek the Things above, 
Still purſue, and kiſs the Son 
Seated on his Father's Throne ; ; 


8. Scarce on Earth a Thought. beſtow, 
Dead to all we leave below, 
Heav'n our Aim, and lov'd Abode, 
Hid our Liſe with Chriſt in God] 


9. Hid; till Chriſt our Life appear, 
Glorious in his Members here: 
Join'd to Him, we they ſhall ſhine 
All Immortal, all Divine | 


10. Hail the Lord of Earth and Heav'n ? 
Praiſe to Thee by both be giv'n: 
Thee we greet Triumphant now ls 
Hail the Reſurrection Fhou 


11. King of Glory, Soul of Bliſs, 
Everlaſting Life is T his, 
Thee to know, thy Pow'r to prove, wy 
Thus to ling, and thus to love 


H Iyma Jo Ales by. 


AIL * Day "OR ſees Him ; a 
Raviſh'd Bom our wiſhful Eyes; 
Coriſt awhile to Mortals giv 'n, 
Re- aſcends his native Heay* n [ 


2. There 
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2. There the pompous Triumph waits, 
Lift your Heads, Eternal Gates, 
« Wide unfold the radiant Scene, 

« Take the King of Glory in at. 


3. Circled round with Angel Pow'rs, | 
Their triumphant Lord, and ours, | 
Conqu'ror over Death and Sin, 7 | 
Take the King of Glory in! 


4. T ho' returning to his Throne, 
Still he calls Mankind his own; 
Him tho' higheſt Heav'n receives, 
Still he loves the Earth he leaves. 


5. See! He lifts his Hands above !: 
See ! He ſhews the Prints of Love 
Hark! His gracious Lips beftow 
* on his Church below ! 


6. Still for us his Death he pleads; 
Prevalent, He intercedes; 
Near Himſelf prepares our Place, 
Harbinger of human Race. | 


. 
* 
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7. Maſter, (will we ever ſay) 
Taken from our Head to Day; 
See thy faithful Servants, ſee, 
Ever gazing up to Thee. 


3 Grant, tho” parted from our Sight, 
High above Son azure Height, | 
Grant our Hearts may thither rife, , 
F ollowing 'T hee beyond: the Skies, 


Fun 
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6. Ever upward let us move, __ 
Wafted on the Wings of Love, 
Looking when our Lord ſhall come, 
Longing, gaſping after Home. | 


10. There we ſhall with Thee remain, 
Partners of thy endleſs Reign, 
There thy Face unclouded ſee, 
Find our Heav'n of Heay' ns in Thee! 


H ymn for Whitſunday. 


\Ranted is the Saviour's Prayer, 
Sent the gracious Comforter; 
Promiſe of our parting Lord, 

| Jeſus to his Heav'n reſtor d: ed 


2. Chriſt; who now gone up on high, 
Captive leads Captivity,. 

Wh le his Foes from him receive 

Grace, that God with Man may live. 


2. God, the everlaſting God, 
Makes with Mortals his Abode, 
Whom the Heav'ns cannot contain, 
He vouchfafes to dwell i in Man 


4. Never will be chence depart, 
Inmate of an humble Heart; 
Carrying on his Work within, 


Striving till he caſt out din. 
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5. There He helps our feeble Moans, 
ns our imperfect Groans ; _ 
Intercedes in Silence there, 


Sighs th*Unutterable Prayer. 


6. 88 Divine and peaceful Gueſt 
Enter our devoted Breaft ; | 
Holy Ghoſt, our Hearts inſpire, 

Kindle there the Goſſ Sth Ire. 


7. Crown the agonizing Strife, 
Principle, and Lord of Life ; 
Life Divine in us renew, 


Thou the Gift, and Giver too! 


8. Now deſcend and ſhake * Earth, | 
Wake us into Second Birth ; N 
Now thy quick' ning Influence give, 

| Blow—and theſe dry Bones ſhall live! 


9. Brood Thou o'er our Nature's Night, 
Darkneſs kindles into Light ; 
Spread thy over-ſhadowing Wings, 

rder from Confuſion ſprings. 


10. Pain and Sin, and Sorrow ceaſe, 
T hee we taſte, and all is Peace; 
Joy Divine in Thee we prove, 
ight of Truth, -and Fire of Love. 


Grace 
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Grace before Meat. 


O'er all thy Creatures flows, 
Humbly we ask "thy Pow'r to bleſs 
The Food thy Love beſtows. 


2. Thy Love provides the ſober F eaſt 9 
A Second Gift impart, 

Give us with Joy our. Food to taſte, 
. And _ a ſingle Heart, 


3. Let it for Thee new Lite afford,” 
For Thee our Strength repair, 

Bleſt by thine all- ſuſtaining Word, 
And ſanRify'd by Prayer. 


4. Thee let us taſte ; nor toil below 
For periſhable Meat : 

The Manna of thy Love beſtow, 
Give us Thy Fleſh to eat. 


5. Life of the World, our Souls to feed 
Thyſelf deſcend from high ! 155 
Grant us of Thee the Living Bread 
To eat, and never die! | 


Arent of Good, whofe plenteous Grace 


- — 
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A Me 


Ather, our Eyes we lift to The· 
And taſte our daily Bread: | 
Tis now thy Open Hand we ſee, 
And on thy Bounty feed. 


. *Tis now the meaner Creatures j join 
Richi) thy Grace to prove; ts 
Fulfil thy primitive Deſign, 
Enjoy'd by thankful Love. 


3. Still, while our Mouths ate fill'd with Goodz 
1 Souls to Thee we raiſe; 
Our Souls partake of nobler Food, 
And banquet on thy Praiſe. 


3 


4 Vet higher ſtill our fartheſt Au; ; 

To mingle with the Bleft, 2 
T'attend the Marriage of the Lamb, 
And Heav'ns Eternal Feaſt, 


7 ů 


Grace after Meat. 


Leſt be the God, whoſe tender Care 
Prevents his Children' s Cry, 
Whoſe Pity providently near 
* all our Wants ſupply. 


2. Bleſ 
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2. Bleſt be the God, whoſe Bounty's Store 
Thbeſe chearing Gifts imparts ; 
Who veils in Bread, the ſecret Power = 
That feeds and glads our Hearts. 9 


3. Fountain of Blefling, Source of Good, 
To Thee this Strength we owe, 

Thou art the Virtue of our Food, 
Life of our Life below, 


4. When ſhall our Souls regain the Skies! 
Thy Heav'nly Sweetneſs prove? 
Where Joys in all their Fulneſs riſe, 
And all our Food is Love, : 


—_—_—. _ 


jw TY 
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aw. 
Ountain of all the Good we ſee 
Streaming from Heav*n above, 
Saviour ! our Faith we act on Thee, 
And exerciſe our Love. 


8 1 — * 
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2. Tis not the outward Food we eat 
Doth this new Strength afford, 
Tis Thou, whoſe Preſence makes it Meat, 


Thou the Life-giving World. ; 


3. Man doth not live by Bread alone, 

- Whate'er Thou wilt, can feed; 
Thy Pow'r converts the Bread to Stone, 
And turns the Stone to Bread, 


4. Thouart our Food : we taſte Thee now, 
In Thee we move, and breathe, | 

Our Bodies' only Life art Thou, 
And all beſides is Death! 


Jon 
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Aſe, and ye ſhall recieve, that your 9 
may be ful, 7 


ISE my Soul with (Aidan riſe, 
Breath thy Wiſhes to the Skies; 
Freely pour out all thy Mind, 
Seek, and thou art ſure to find ; 
Ready art thou to receive? 
Readier is thy God to give, 


2, Heav'nly Father, Lord of all, 
Hear, and ſhew Thou hear'ſt my Call ; 
Let my Cries thy Throne aſſail, 
Entring now within the Veil ; 

Give the Benefits I chim— 
Lord, I ask in Jeſu' s Name ! 


4. * of Sinners, King of Saints, | 
Anſwer my minuteſt Wants, 
All my largeſt Thoughts require, 
Grant me all my Heart's Deſire, 0 
Give me, till my Cup run o'er, 
All, and infinitely more. 


4. Meek * lowly be my Mind, 
Pure my Heart, my Will reſign d! 
Keep me dead to all below, 
Only Chriſt reſolv'd to know, 
Firm and diſengag'd and free, 
Seeking all my Bliſs in Thee. 


OY 
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3 Suffer me no more to g 
Wanting what Thou long' ſt to - 
Shew me all thy Goodneſs Lord, 
Beam ing from th incarnate Word, 

Chbriſt, in whom thy Glories ſhine, 

Eglux of the Light Divine. 


6. Since the Son bath . me free, 
Let me taſte my Liberty, 
T hee behold with open Face, 
_ Triumph in thy ſaving Grace, | 
Thy great Will delight to prove, 
Glory in thy perfect Love. 


. 7, Since the Son hath bought my Peace, 
Mine Thou art, as F am His: 

Mine the Comfarter I fa . 

Chriſt is full of Grace for me: 


Mine (the Purchaſe of his Blood) 
All the Plenitude of God. 


8. Abba, Father hear thy Child 
Late in Jeſus reconcil dd . 
Hear, and all the Graces ſhower, 
All the Joy, and Peace, and Fo. 7. 
All my Saviour asks above, | 

All the Life and Heav'n of Love. __ 


| 9. Lord, 7 will not let Thee . 
Till the Blefing Thou beſtow 1 

Hear my Advocate Divine; 

Lo! to bie my Suit I join ; | 
oin'd to His it cannot fail— ' 
leſs me, for I * . 


— 


See, thy Promiſe ca Thee down! - 
High and lofty as Thou art. 
Dwell within my worthlefs Heart f 
| Here a fainting Soul revive ; | 
Here for ever walk and live. 


11. Heav'nly Adam, Life Divine, 
Change my Nature into Thine: 
Move, and ſpread throughout my Soul, 
Actuate and "Al 8 N | 
Be it I no lon 1 
Living i in the Fleſh, but Thou. 


12* Holy Ghoſt, no more delay, 
Come, and in thy T emple ſtay; 
Now thy Inward Witneſs bear, 
Strong, and permanent, and hes 
Spring of Life, Thyſelf impart, 
Riſe — in my Heart | 


* — 
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10. Stoop from th 1 Eternal Throne, 
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RM of the Lord, awake, awake! 
Thy own immortal Strength put on: 


With Terror cloath'd, the Nations ſhake, _ 


And caſt thy Foes, in Fury, down. 
As in the antient Days appear | 


The Sacred Annals ſpeak thy Fame: | 


Be now omnipotently near, 
Through endleſs Ages ſtill the lame, 


2. Thy tenfold Vengeance knew to quell, 


And le haughty Rahad's Pride : 


To Thee the ranſom' d Seed ſhall come 3 
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Groan'd her pale Sons thy Stroke to feel, 
The firſt- horn Victims groan'd, and died ! 
The wounded Dragon rag'd in vain; 1 
While bold thine Utmoſt Plague to brave, 
Madly he dar'd the parted Main, 
And ſunk beneath th'o'erwhelming Wave. 


3. He ſunk ; while Hſrael's chuſen Race 
Triumphant urge their wondrous Way ;. 
Divinely led, the Favourites pass 
Th'unwatry Deep, and emptied Sea, 
At Diſtance heap'd on either Hand, 
Yielding a ftrange, unbeaten Road, 
In cryſtal Walls the Waters ſtand, | 
And own the Arm of {frazPs God! 


That Arm, which is not ſhort'ned Now, 
Which wants not Now the Pow'r to ſave : 
Still preſent with thy People 'F hou 
Bear'it them thro? Life's diſparted Wave. 
By Earth and Hell purſued in vain, $ 
Shaouting their Heav'nly Sion gain, 2 
And paſs thro' Death triumphant home. 


5, The Pain of Life ſhall there be o'er, 
The Anguiſh and diſtracting Care 
'There ſighing Grief ſhall weep no more, 
And Sin ſhall never enter there! 
Where pure eſſential Joy is found, 
The Lord's Redeem'd their Heads ſhall raiſe, 
With everlaſting Gladneſs crown'd, - 
And fill'd with Love, and loſt in Praiſe ! 
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